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Summary


In the waning years of the Rebellion against the Empire, Ezra Bridger and Sabine Wren wrestle with adulthood and managing their blossoming romance. (A collection of loosely-related SabineXEzra one shots, set during the original trilogy, rated for future innuendos and references to alcohol)


Notes


I know that the crew of the Ghost don't exactly show up in the original trilogy, and so it's likely that canon will eventually lead to an explanation as to why they don't pop up in A New Hope or The Empire Strikes Back or Return of the Jedi. But as for now, I'd like to assume that their cell still serves the Rebellion even as Luke and his gang steal the spotlight. So, I may deviate just a bit from canon as it continues to be established, but the premise of this fic is that it takes place starting just a few weeks before the Death Star plans fall into the hands of an unlikely Tatooine farmboy. So, in canon timeline, the beginning of this fic (below) happens to be during the same year as the battle of Yavin (which, as you Star Wars savvy people know, is the event that splits history in half for the Galaxy Far Far Away). In other words, it takes place five years after we're first introduced to our beloved Rebels. Since the fic will revolve mostly around Sabine and Ezra and how they navigate their relationship in the waning days of the Empire, it's important to note that Sabine is 21, and Ezra is now 19. That being said, since they're older and adults and such, their relationship is going to be a bit more mature than your average teenage relationship. (No, this is not going to be an M-Rated story. Absolutely not.)


The timeline will be loose, flowy, and may jump ahead a bit if necessary. The chapters will most likely read more like a series of drabbles as opposed to a structured narrative. (Which is new for me, and I actually really enjoy the freedom of the style and hope you enjoy it too.) It also allows me to really focus on Sabine and Ezra, which, let's be honest, is really the only reason any of you decided to check out this fic anyways, right? (;


Disclaimer: Star Wars belongs to Disney, Rebels and their characters and plot belong to Dave Filoni.
Although I do blame the FanFiction community for making the Sabine and Ezra pairing an obsession of mine. This is all on you guys.


I also started writing this before the latter half of Rebels season 4, so if you wonder why Kanan's alive and kicking, that's why.


Point A
Sabine has known Theron Nett for only about four days, but the youngest pilot of the squadron assigned to train their cell on the Rebellion's new starfighter prototype has already become a fast friend of hers.


He's tall, sandy-haired with chocolate eyes and an easy grin, and Sabine enjoys how easy it is to get along with him as they trade jokes over the intercom and she learns how to take on the galaxy from the cockpit of an X-wing.


Ezra doesn't seem to enjoy him at all.


Theron tactlessly brings it up as they regroup at the hangar, climbing down ladders and once again meeting solid ground with jelly legs after an hour of boundless freedom in the stars. As Wedge Antilles gives Hera just a few additional pointers on how to perfect a spin move Sabine could never pull off in a million years, Theron sidles over to her before she even has the chance to remove the pilot's helmet that's much bulkier and less appealing than her own.


"So, how long have you and Bridger been a thing?"


Sabine freezes, and there's a hesitation in her voice that is fueled by a sudden and irrational feeling that she'd just been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. "Ezra and I…aren't…" She clears her throat. "We aren't a 'thing.'" She tries to sound disinterested in the topic of conversation, but the way Theron frowns makes her wonder if he's able to pick up on the tired disappointment in her voice.


His eyes squint a bit in speculation. "You don't sound so sure about that."


She sighs, the weariness in her voice returning as she revisits the topic of conversation that she occasionally only carries with Hera, usually after drinking just a little too much juma juice because they're adults now and it makes the feelings she usually can only express through art much easier to articulate verbally. "He used to have a crush on me, when we were kids and I was uninterested, but he grew out of it. I think I'd notice if he grew back into it, considering I live just across the hall from him."


"I'm going to pretend like I didn't catch on to the fact that you just mentioned that being uninterested in him was a thing of the past and that you've obviously changed your mind." He grinned at the narrowing of Sabine's honey-colored eyes upon him. "Because he's definitely grown back into it."


Sabine folds arms across her armored chest and cocks an eyebrow, unable to keep the sass from dripping into her tone of voice. "Yeah, person I just recently met, please tell me more about how you know everything about me and the guy I've known for five years now."


Theron chuckles. "All I'm saying is that he's got some definite physical tells that he wants to, at the very least, plant one right on your mouth." Theron doesn't flinch as Sabine smacks his arm. "Most notably his not-so-subtle dislike of yours truly."


"Don't take it personally. I doubt it means anything. Sometimes Ezra just… doesn't like people." The lie is terrible and they both know it, but Force help her if she gives in to Theron's silly theories. If Ezra hasn't done anything in five years to advance the state of their relationship beyond friendship, there likely isn't anything to advance it to.


Theron just has a wicked gleam in his eye as he watches Ezra walk into the hangar alongside Kanan to rejoin the members of the Ghost crew that had completed the X-wing training. Vibrant blue eyes immediately lock onto the pair and narrow. "Well," Theron says, and the way he says it, full of mischief, gives Sabine the feeling that he's up to no good. "I guess we'll see."


And he reaches up, gently placing a hand on either side of Sabine's pilot's helmet, and pulls it up slowly over her head, setting it down on a crate and giving a feather touch to the bottom of her chin and a suggestive wink before striding confidently away.


She laughs a bit at both his bold flirtation and the ease at which he'd slipped into such a role, and the smile is still ghosting her lips when she turns to glance at Ezra from across the hangar. Even from this distance, she can see the subtle flex of his biceps and clench of his fists as he glares daggers at Theron's retreating form. Brilliantly blue eyes make contact with hers for just a brief moment as he catches the smile on her face and Sabine can tell he's jealous by the way his eyes roll as he whips back around and retreats from the hangar.


She can't really tell what emotion she's feeling as she's hit with unchecked nervousness and unbridled hope all at the same time, and it's only when she glances up and catches Theron turning back around to give her a wink and a big thumbs up that it clicks in her head.


"Oh my Force."


 


Red Squadron leaves just a few days later, returning to the Rebels' main base on a planet kept classified from their cell for safety's sake, although Kanan stubbornly believes it's just a ploy to keep them off the front lines. In those few days, Theron's flirtatious displays increase exponentially and Sabine rolls her eyes at the fact that he's simply doing it all to get a reaction out of Ezra every time.


And react Ezra does.


When Theron leaves, he grows bold enough to brush his lips across Sabine's forehead in farewell. The way Ezra blatantly avoids his handshake just a moment later makes Sabine's heart race in her chest as she considers his thoughts.


Then Red Squadron flies out, a perfect formation of X-Wings departing from the massive hangar of Commander Sato's Corellian Corvette. Sabine sits on the nose of one of the remaining X-Wings in the hangar after they leave as Hera and Kanan discuss next steps with the commander. It's then that Ezra joins her, motioning to the space next to her with a simple "May I?"


She nods, and he leaps up with the assistance of the Force, landing easily on both feet before he plops down next to her in a sitting position.


"So, uh, you seemed to really like Theron," he says quietly, and Sabine swallows hard at how quickly he gets to the point in a conversation she'd expected him to beat around the bush for.


She swings her hanging legs a little as she answers. "I do like him." And it's the truth, although not in the way that Ezra likely interprets it. "He's funny, and talented, and a real gentleman. Handsome too."


Raven hair flops forward as Ezra hangs his head. "Seems like a real catch."


"Not really my type, though."


His head shoots back up in an instant, and his jaw hangs open a bit as he searches for words and fails.


"You know me, I like color. And he was rather dull in that department. Pale hair, dark eyes, skin somewhere in between. Sure, he's handsome, but that's a lot of neutrals for a girl who's into… you know…" She trails off and meets brilliant blue eyes. "Vibrancy."


The hint isn't even remotely subtle, and alongside knowledge picked up from five years of close encounters and barely suppressed feelings from both sides, Ezra picks it up in a second. "Am I vibrant?" he asks, although by the way his lips are twitching in defiance of a smile, Sabine is sure he already knows the answer. It doesn’t stop her from leaning in to prove the point, a little too quickly but she’s been waiting for this for Force knows how long.


The first time Sabine kisses Ezra is quick and clumsy, five years of patient waiting for the moment culminating in a simple need for their mouths to connect and causing her to toss aside all thoughts of finesse. Their noses bump together and she huffs a bit in impatience as she grabs him by the collar of his shirt and yanks him in to press her lips fervently against his. They're soft and gentle and fit perfectly to the curve of her mouth, and Sabine giggles as they pull apart, partly due to the struggle and awkwardness of the ordeal and partly due to how long she's waited to feel the nonsensical warmth in her chest that she was feeling right now.


Ezra grins and shakes his head even as he slips his hand in hers, and Sabine can't help but take notice of how perfectly their fingers fit together even with her pilot's gloves on. "You guys were making me jealous on purpose, weren't you?"


She laughs. "It was his idea actually. Had a crazy theory that you had a thing for me."


Ezra shrugs in that moment, adorably helpless. "I do have a thing for you."


Sabine smiles then, glad to hear affirmation of what he'd already proven true by returning the kiss. "Then… can we try that again?" Her tone is shy and tentative as she says it, but there's nothing shy and tentative, nor quick and clumsy, about the first time Ezra leans in to kiss Sabine.


What he's unable to express through words, Ezra says in the way his lips press slowly and firmly against hers. And in those lips she finds intentionality and assurance, and she smiles into the kiss at the thought that this is simply the beginning.


Shades of Red
Chapter Notes


This one is rather short - like, really short. I apologize! The length of these chapters will vary because I'd like each to read as its own individual story within the larger framework of this Sabezra story arc, and this one happened to end up pretty short because it's centered around Sabine's mindset, and she's a quick thinker. (:


On the bright side, since this is a series of loosely-connected vignettes, the next one could be longer, or short and sweet, or whatever. Like Forrest Gump would say, it's like a box of chocolates and you never know what you're gonna get.


Disclaimer: Star Wars belongs to Disney, Rebels and their characters and plot belong to Dave Filoni (who will hopefully eventually make Sabezra canon).


A week after Sabine kisses Ezra atop the hull of an X-wing starfighter, she's surprised at just how little has changed. He'll hug her a little tighter before they both head to bed at night, and his indigo eyes shine just a bit brighter when he looks at her across the war table during mission briefings, but for the most part it feels like it always has been, and Sabine wonders if it's because she's always loved him.


She hums in thought to herself at the idea. Always is a pretty strong word, Wren.


And she smiles at the argument her head has presented to her because it's true. It's true that word "always" is transcendent of time, and it's true that she's loved Ezra Bridger always. Perhaps not in the most obvious of ways, but even as he'd slipped so easily and comfortably into her life while they were children on Lothal and she had rejected childish advances, Sabine had been learning to love him.


He's changed since then, of course, mentally and physically. He's taller now, toned and muscled, and his hair is longer; sometimes he pulls it back into a tight ponytail to match Kanan's, to keep it out of his face while training. His once-boyish features have become handsome, and Sabine wonders when exactly she'd realized just how much she's adored that chiseled jawline.


But most of all, Ezra has grown in wisdom, and in kindness. He's become a man with quiet determination and gentle spirit, yet still maintains the optimistic outlook and lively sense of humor she'd unknowingly started to fall for five years ago.


Sabine loves him. It's a thought that both excites and terrifies her.


She talks to Hera about it, up in the Phantom one night when the others are asleep and after he's bade her goodnight with a touch of his lips to her forehead. Her skin still buzzes with the warmth of his mouth and she takes the proffered glass of juma juice from Hera's outstretched hand with a smile still teasing at the corners of her mouth.


"How did you deal with it?" Sabine asks after taking a sip of the drink, the sweetness electrifying her taste buds even as the alcohol burns in her throat.


"Falling for Kanan?" Hera already knows the answer, but Sabine clarifies with a nod anyways. A small smile graces the Twi'lek's face as she mulls over her answer. "I don't really think there was much to deal with. You know we keep it simple. I fell in love with our friendship; it was and always has been the driving force. So when I realized how far my feelings had reached, it was just realizing that our friendship had reached an entirely new level."


"Did you ever tell him?" Sabine asks, then clarifies, "That you loved him?"


"He's usually the one that says it," Hera admits. "But I show him every day. I love you isn't the only way to say it, you know. When I cover him in battle, I'm telling him. When I tell him to be careful before a mission, I'm telling him. When I believe in him even when he feels inadequate, I'm telling him."


Sabine's lips quirk into a knowing smile, and she realizes she's been telling Ezra she loved him long before she'd even realized her feelings.


Hues of Blue
She's in the middle of a project when they receive the distress signal, and when he barges into her bedroom to call her up to the Ghost's command center, he almost hesitates at interrupting the creative process he finds almost as beautiful as he finds her. Sabine half turns toward him, paint gun in position, but hazel eyes widen when she sees the worried expression on his face and the gun is immediately abandoned, clattering to the floor.


She doesn't need to ask what's wrong, because he reads the question in the careful raise of her eyebrows.


"The Tantive IV just activated her distress beacon," he explains. "Kanan's getting everyone together right now for the response run." He doesn't have to explain the danger. The Tantive, as a diplomatic vessel, had very few reasons to send a distress call through Rebellion comm channels, and those reasons were for extreme circumstances.


"You're worried about Leia?" Sabine murmurs. It's not a question. Not really. After all, she knows the answer before Ezra nods solemnly. And he's grateful for her hand on his shoulder, her fingertips gently massaging into the tensed muscles more by habit than by conscious decision. "We'll get her back, Ezra. No one knows how to pull off a rescue mission like the Spectres."


He's thankful for her comfort even when the Ghost arrives to the Tatooine system far too late and the Tantive IV is nowhere to be seen among the dozens of Imperial Star Destroyers surrounding the planet. Hera and Kanan discuss the Tantive's mission in hushed whispers in the hold after quickly fleeing the system and the Imperials, and Sabine gathers that the task the crew had been carrying out didn't necessarily hold true to the vessel's diplomatic nature. She doesn't really care about the mission's utter failure as she pulls her combat glove off of her left hand to allow carefully trimmed nails to scratch gentle circles across Ezra's back.


He stares across the hold blankly, his chin propped up in his hands and his elbows pressed against the surface of the dejarik table. She doesn't really know what to say, or if saying anything would have really made much of a difference, but she doesn't want to leave him alone unless he asks.


And he doesn't ask.


Sabine doesn't realize how long she's been sitting by him until her arm starts to numb, a tingling sensation running from the fingertips pressed against his back all the way up to her elbow and back down her forearm. She gives a final, gentle rub before withdrawing her arm from his back, opting instead to snake her fingers between his and bring their clasped hands down to rest on her thigh.


He moves his gaze for the first time since leaving the system, indigo eyes meeting hazel as he tightens his grip on her hand and leans in to press his lips to her temple.


"You gonna be alright?" she asks quietly, nestling her head in the crook between his neck and shoulder, his cheek coming to rest atop her vibrant hair. She feels him nod against her head and he exhales heavily.


"Just hits a lot closer to home," Ezra says, his voice soft. "I never really realized how untouchable I'd believed she was until I was proven wrong."


"Capturing a senator is a risky move," Sabine observes. "No one would have thought they'd have the nerve to take one captive. No one."


"I just hate that I've been so…" he struggles for a moment to find the word he wants, "…so naïve to think that my own friends would somehow be kept safe. That I was done losing people."


"We haven't lost Leia," Sabine reminds him gently. "You know how strong and resilient she is. Don't count her out yet."


He sighs again. "I know. If anyone can find a way to break out of Imperial capture, it's Leia."


Silence falls over the hold once again, and Sabine's aware of his thumb sweeping circles across the back of her hand in his. She can't help but let a smile play at the corners of her mouth as she's struck by awe, not for the first time, at the width, the depth, the length of his heart for others. Although it's sometimes proven to be his vice, cutting deep wounds into his soul with every strike against the people he cares for, it's one of the traits that continually causes Sabine to fall for him all over again. It's a trait he's been teaching her to open up within herself for five years now.


"I swear though," he says abruptly, breaking the quiet and shaking her from her thoughts, "if they ever get their dirty, Force-forsaken hands on you…"


Sabine lifts her head from his shoulder, taking her free hand and placing it against his cheek to turn his face toward hers. "Ezra." Her voice is firm and unwavering, and his open mouth snaps shut immediately, swallowing the the words meant to finish the sentence he'd begun. "First of all, the day they get their 'dirty, Force-forsaken hands' on a Mandalorian warrior will be the day Mustafar freezes over." She waits for a moment for the crooked smile she adores so much to ghost along his lips before she continues, "And second of all, no one, not even the Emperor himself, is going to separate you and I."


"Sabine…" His tone is weary and defeated, weighed down by the realism of the battles they fight, but she silences him with a finger to his lips.


"I'm serious," she says. "I didn't join the Rebellion just to lose everything. And I didn't fall in love with you just so the Empire could take you away."


He sighs. "It's just that the Empire's so strong, and – Wait." He stops abruptly, eyebrows shooting skyward as he perks up.


She frowns. "What?"


Indigo eyes don't break contact with hazel. "You just said you loved me."


Sabine laughs gently, grazing her lips across his cheek briefly. "You already knew that, nerf herder."


"But you've never said it out loud."


She shrugs, lacing her fingers with his again as she rests her head on his shoulder and closes her eyes. "No. But I've been telling you."


Shadows
The news about Alderaan hits hours after they discover the horror themselves.


It isn't the first time Sabine has witnessed the adverse effects of a Jedi's connection to the life-Force of the universe. She's seen Ezra feel Kanan's pain via the Force and vice-versa, but what she witnesses in the cargo hold of the Ghost at the time of Alderaan's destruction is a sight that bound to haunt her nightmares for weeks to come.


She hears a pained shout from her quarters that she immediately recognizes as Ezra's, and her paint supplies are all but forgotten as she abandons her post in front of canvas to be at his side.


He's on the floor when she reaches the hold, one hand gripping his head and the other clutching at his heart. Next to him, Kanan is down on one knee, head in his hands, groaning incoherently in an attempt to deal with the pain. Sabine drops down at Ezra's side, hands trembling as she threads her fingers through his hair and rubs gentle circles across his back. "Hera!" she calls desperately in the general direction of the cockpit. Ezra's eyes are squeezed shut and he clutches tightly at her hand on his. "Shhh," she whispers as he sobs, pressing her lips to his cheek and tasting the salt from his tears. "Shhh, you're alright Ezra. You're right here. You're with me." She struggles to keep frantic worry from her soothing tones. "What's wrong, Ezra? What do you see?"


Hurried footsteps behind her indicate Hera's arrival, and the Twi'lek extends a hand to Kanan's shoulder. "Are you alright, love?" He squeezes her hand quickly.


"Fine," the blind Jedi grunts. "Help Ezra."


"Zeb!" Hera barks as the Lasat finally arrives on the scene. "Grab some ration bars for Kanan and Ezra!"


Ezra, who's quit his groaning and sobbing, trembles as he curls up on the floor in the fetal position. Hera brushes loose strands of sleek black hair from his eyes and places a comforting hand on Sabine's shoulder. "He's going to be alright," she encourages the young Mandalorian.


Sabine doesn't look away from his face to acknowledge Hera. "It's never been this bad before."


"He's never felt the sudden death of an entire planet's population before," Kanan responds grimly, still obviously feeling faint but recovered enough to weigh in on the situation. Hera moves to help him stand and walk over to the bench near the holotable to rest.


"An entire planet, love? Is that possible?"


"At this point in the war, I've stopped asking myself what's possible for the Empire. What we just experienced, though… such a massive loss of life."


Zeb rushes in with ration bars at that moment, and Hera takes one to hand to Kanan before tossing another to Sabine. The older Jedi bites into the food gratefully, feeling the strength the disturbance in the Force had sapped from him slowly return.


"Do you know where they struck?" Hera asks, although by her tone Sabine isn't sure if their pilot truly desires to hear the answer.


"Alderaan," Ezra says weakly, and Sabine gives a little gasp of relief at the sound of his voice as she presses her lips fervently to his head. "It was so… sudden. And so painful. It felt as if the Force was ripping my soul from my body."


Sabine shudders at the thought of such a feeling, a grimace forming on her face at just how far the Empire would go to win the war. "There are nearly 2 billion people on Alderaan. How could the Empire just… murder them like that?"


"To prove a point," Kanan responds resignedly. "Which is all the more reason to stop them."


Ezra sits up with the assistance of Sabine and shakes his head, still visibly shaken by the experience. "What's the point?"


"We have to stand up for those who are too afraid to find their voice," Hera explains.


"If the Rebellion weren't standing up against the Empire, maybe billions of Alderaanians would be waking up tomorrow!" Ezra argues, his voice cracking as he fights hysteria. Sabine takes his hand in hers and squeezes.


"Ezra…" She's at a loss for words, and everyone knows it.


"The work we're doing is good. People didn't have much hope before the Rebellion came around," Zeb murmurs. "I didn't think my people had much of a chance until I saw what the Rebellion could do for them."


"And what about the people of Alderaan?" Ezra asks his roommate. "What hope do they have?"


Zeb's ears droop and his shoulders slump. "I don't know what to tell ya, kid. Other than to stand tall like a warrior must."


Sabine sighs. "Look, let's… let's not talk about this now. There's a lot of hurt and anger right now and I get that, but now's not the time to analyze where we're at. Not when it stings so much."


Ezra nods in grateful agreement, and she helps him stand. When she moves to guide him towards her room instead of his own, there is no protest from the crew. Sabine takes note of Hera's somber expression, wondering just how often she'd had to watch Kanan struggle with the very moral values Ezra was struggling with now.


When the door closes behind them and they are in the safe confines of her room, Sabine turns to take Ezra's face in her hands. "What do you need?" she asks, ghosting her lips across his jawline in a tender display of support. He hooks an arm around her shoulders and pulls her close, burying his face in her vibrant hair.


"You," he mumbles into her hair in reply. "I just need you."


"I'm here," she whispers, lacing her fingers with his and tugging him gently towards her bed. "You should rest," she explains as a mild expression of surprise crosses his features in response to her action. While Sabine's anticipated the option to take their relationship to the next level in the coming future, she has no desire to do so while Ezra is so emotionally compromised.


He nods sullenly as he reclines on her mattress, keeping his fingers locked with hers as she sits down next to him. "All those people, Sabine…" he whispers, "That could've been Leia. That could've been Hera or Kanan or Zeb or you."


"It wasn't us, though," she replies, lifting their entwined hands and pressing her lips gently to his knuckles. "Get some sleep, Ezra. We can talk when you wake up, alright?"


He nods, mirroring her gesture and bringing their clasped hands to his lips before releasing his hold and closing his eyes. Sabine lets a few minutes slide by, content simply in watching his breathing slow and his troubled expression soften as he slips into the subconscious state brought about by sleep.


It's here, in this vulnerable state, that Sabine is fully aware of how much she loves him. Her eyes stray over to her desk, where the abandoned canvas sits, sparsely touched by the beginning stages of her unfinished art project. Sabine can hardly remember the initial concept of the piece, as if she'd first visualized it a lifetime ago, despite the fact that in reality it's been less than an hour.


Yet the state of Ezra's heart and the way Sabine's own aches for him strikes her with such inspiration that she practically scrambles for her paint guns, loading them up with color and carefully lining the canvas with brilliant blues and greens and oranges.


Every feeling Sabine is unable to articulate with descriptive words and craftily constructed sentences she conveys in splashes of color. For over an hour the only noises she hears are the steady breaths of her sleeping lover and the hiss of spray paint ejecting from her paint guns. She dedicates to her project a level of focus that she'd picked up during rigorous training sessions back in her days at the Imperial Academy. She grimaces as she remembers the place and the destruction her classmates and their organization had sown in the years since she'd escaped, culminating in the events of the day.


She's still putting the finishing touches on the piece when Ezra stirs, pushing himself into a sitting position and locking indigo eyes with hazel when she looks at him. She smiles and places the paint gun on the desk, moving towards him to cup his jaw in her hand. "How you feeling?" she asks.


He shrugs, reaching up to hold her hand in place against his cheek and breathing in deeply. "Lucky to be alive, considering what we've been up against for the past five years."


She nods in understanding. "No kidding," she breathes, running her thumb along his cheekbone before withdrawing her hand. Her eyes flicker back to her painting for a moment before returning to his. "Do you really think the Rebellion is making things worse?"


He sighs heavily, leaning forward toward her. "I don't know, Sabine. Sometimes it definitely feels like it."


"Ezra, I know it's tough when the Empire's coming down on us from all sides, believe me." Her voice is gentle, but firm. "But I don't have a single regret. Becoming a part of something bigger, believing in myself, saving lives, seeing the hope we bring to those the Empire oppresses, joining a family… falling in love, even. I'm a better person for it. I don't regret any of it."


He opens his mouth with a reply on his lips but shuts it again with a bow of his head. "Sabine…" he breathes finally, the rest of his sentence again trailing off as he's unable to find words.


When he looks back up at her, he sees her hand, outstretched and inviting. "Come here," she says gently, and she laces her fingers with his when he lifts his hand to meet hers and tugs him toward the painted canvas. He's slow to lift his head to meet the sight before him, but the moment he does she can feel him freeze next to her.


He sees names - hundreds of names layered over one another, tightly packed and forming the shape of a planet that was colored remarkably similarly to Alderaan. At the forefront are the names of lost friends, allies, and… his parents. And tagged in aurebesh above and below the scene is a phrase that strikes Ezra to his core:


"Fight onward, so that they may live onward."


His fingers tighten around Sabine's, and she squeezed back gently. "Do you like it?" He swallows hard and nods, and she smiles at his response. "Good," she continues. "I was hoping that it – "


She's cut off by Ezra curling his fingers into the vibrant hair at the back of her head and pulling her lips suddenly and fervently to his. When they pull apart, hungry and breathless, he drops his forehead to hers. "Thank you," he whispers.


When Commander Sato contacts the Ghost with the gut-dropping news that they'd all expected, Sabine's heart swells as Ezra is the first to step forward and proudly insist that the Rebellion fight onward.


Look at the Color
Ezra inhales deeply as he lets Sabine lead him up the winding, narrow stairways to the Yavin temple rooftops. The scent of the moon's fresh air, much like the comforting weight of the Mandalorian's fingers interlaced with his own, is a pleasant and welcome contrast to the sights, sounds, smells and feelings he'd experienced while growing up in Lothal's inner cities. She leads him up the steps quietly and deliberately without hurry, an action Ezra recognizes as part of her new resolution to enjoy the moments in which she's able to be still and just be. She'd confided in him about the desire just a few nights previous after an argument had erupted between the two, in which Ezra had felt spurned (and rightfully so) as she brushed him off to busy herself with unnecessary duty for the Rebellion's cause.


He knows it's difficult for her to allow herself rest and contentment in the quiet moments; she's been on the move her whole life. Between her childhood on Mandalore, where she was raised up as a warrior, her time in the Imperial Academy, where she fell into a strict and disciplined schedule, and her time spent as a freedom fighter for the Rebellion, where she's been stretched nearly to her limits as a vital player in the game, Sabine has rarely ever had the time to just slow down. So when she glances back at him to lock hazel eyes with blue as they near the top of the stairs, he meets her with an encouraging smile. Her lips quirk up gently, and she leans back to give him a quick peck on the cheek before pressing onward to guide him to her favorite spot on the planet that they are quickly learning to call home.


The stairway jerks hard to the left, and suddenly they are out in the open, the cool Yavin breeze once again hitting Ezra with the pleasant, fresh aroma of autumn air. He follows her to the edge of the rooftop, placing his palms against the ancient stone of the ledge and leaning over to take in the brilliant display of pure life before him. They tower above green forestry that stretches as far as the eye could see, and the setting sun behind them casts the bright red planet of Yavin before them with a golden glow. Ezra sets his sights on the horizon, where the dark green trees rise up to defiantly contrast with the magenta sky, and lets out a breath he hadn't realized he'd been holding. He glances over at Sabine, whose face mirrors every sense of awe he's feeling as she stares out at the expanse before them with a quiet smile adorning her features, and suddenly Ezra is holding his breath all over again.


"What're you thinking?" she asks without taking her eyes off the scene.


"I'm thinking that I'm definitely out of your league," he responds sheepishly.


She shakes her head with an amused laugh. "Imperial academy dropout and failed leader of the Mandalorian people? Yeah, you definitely dated up."


"Expert marksman, techie, pilot and artist? And gorgeous to boot? I definitely did."


Sabine rolls her eyes. "Stop that." She pauses for a moment to lean into him, however. "Flatterer."


"I'm serious," he says solemnly, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her body into his so that he's glancing out at the horizon with his chin propped up on her head as she stares out at the scene as well.


"You're not out of my league, Ezra. You're a critical part of this alliance, and you're worth far more than you ever give yourself credit for." She pauses for a moment as a smile plays at the corners of her lips. "Your looks don't hurt, either."


"Oh they don't, huh?" he raises an eyebrow suggestively as cocky confidence seeps into his tone of voice, and he leans down to press his lips to her temple.


"Don't let your ego swell up too much, big guy," she says casually. "You still have the most prominent nose in the Rebellion."


He places a hand over his heart in imitated offense. "Hey, now. Don't go bruising my ego, either."


She spins around in his arms to face him and plants a soft kiss on the tip of his nose with a roll of her eyes. "Don't worry, I actually think it's pretty cute."


He grins. "I can live with that," he says with a shrug and feigned indifference.


"Plus it helps me spot you in a crowd from hundreds of yards away," she says quickly, hiding her smirk as she turns back around to face the scenery before them once again, smiling as he fumbles for words and settles on a whined "hey!' in response to her quick wit. She drops her hands to his own encircled around her waist and threads her fingers with his wordlessly, and Ezra again presses a gentle kiss to her temple.


The whine of a hyperdrive catches their attention, and they glance up to watch a battered Corellian freighter drop into the atmosphere and descend toward the Rebel base's landing pad. From their vantage point, Ezra is able to take note of the dozens of soldiers, pilots and mechanics working to clear a space adjacent to where the Ghost currently sits.


"What a hunk of junk," Ezra remarks, unimpressed by the freighter.


"I'm sure she's got it where it counts," Sabine defends. "Besides, forget the ship. Look at the color!"


His eyes follow her pointed finger back out to the horizon, and he smiles as he allows his gaze to drop from the scenery and back to the young woman in front of him.


And in that moment, before the base erupts into activity caused by the arrival of the Millennium Falcon, they sit there, content to just be. She looks at the color. And he looks at her.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


Years after Ezra saves Lothal, Sabine finally finds him on a jungle planet, reuniting the pair who had only just become a couple right before he left. ONE SHOT.


*A WEE bit of new stuff added to the end 23/07/2020*


Hello there!


Thank you all soooooo much for checking out my story! And even more thanks in advance for any love you choose to show it; it's always deeply appreciated and inspiring. <3


TheLoneRebel


Disclaimer: I don't own any Star Wars characters and any OC's that resemble real people are entirely coincidental.


There is an explanation of how my calendar works and a list of helpful translations for my commonly used Star Wars words in 'Flame of Hope - Everyone' if you're curious.


A/N: This is a firm One Shot only, because a relatively conventional and longwinded returning to Lothal scene is going to be explored in both 'Flame of Hope' and 'Unexpected Circumstances' so I have no desire to get repetitive. 


And just FYI, in this story, Sabine only JUST caved into her feelings right before Ezra left with the purrgil, so they have only one really quick whoopi session against a rock before this story takes place. 


Are You Really My Ezra?


D283/6 ABY, Unknown planet.


Sabine hovered the Lothhawk over the only piece of durasteel on the entire green planet. She eyeballed the Imperial escape pod that looked like it had bounced through an asteroid field once or twice before crash landing here. The fact that it was half buried in the ground and the long furrow of indented earth gave credence to that theory. There was also a healthy growth of vines trying to encompass it, indicating it had been there for quite a long time.


"Please let that be Ezra's," Sabine muttered to herself. Please, please, please. The thought had already occurred to her that Ezra might not be the only one who would need an escape pod. If the Purrgils had damaged any of the ISD's too badly, other Imperials would also need to make use of the escape pods.


Trying not to hope too much, but getting excited nonetheless, she used the ship's sensors to scan for life signs. They came up with a large group of somethings about twenty kilometres to the west. Sabine crossed her fingers that it wasn't just a large group of animals. Pointing the Gauntlet class Mandalorian ship in the right direction, she hit the throttle.


While on route, Sabine wished Ahsoka were here to do some sort of Force thing to find out if Ezra was actually on this planet. It would save a lot of time if she was going on a wild bantha chase for some Imp who was probably dead already.


As she kept half an eye on the sensors, Sabine once again remembered the last day she'd seen Ezra.


The dawning realization that he was going to do something stupid like Kanan had. The sudden knowledge that she loved him. The incredible passion of losing herself in his kisses for the first time. The battle to capture Pryce. The battle to take the Dome. Saying goodbye to Ezra without a single word spoken out loud.


Watching the Purrgil take him away.


She still missed him desperately.


Once she was fairly close to the life signs, she landed the Lothhawk in a tiny clearing, deciding to walk the rest of the way. She didn't want to give the natives (if there were any) a heart attack at the sight of a flying ship. As far as she could tell, the planet had zilch in the way of modern technology.


Ten minutes of trudging through the thick jungle later, employing Ezra's green lightsabre every once in a while to hack through annoying vines impeding her progress, she made it to the edge of a large village of grass huts.


Staying hidden in the jungle for a minute, Sabine observed the native people of this planet. They looked pretty much like humans, but they seemed to be orange and yellow skinned for the most part in a variety of neon shades. Their eyes glowed with a green light, even in the light of day, which made her think they probably had incredibly good night vision. They had their hair piled on top of their heads in buns or tails, and it came in a variety of colours as well. They also wore very little in the way of clothing; just some strategic loincloths for the males and short skirts and breast wraps for the females.


Sabine had to admit their outfits seemed appropriate to the climate, as she was sweating profusely under her armour.


All of the natives looked very fit and warrior like, and they radiated a sense of calm and wellbeing, content in the world they knew. There were children playing with small furry creatures, giving the impression of tame pets. Gotta admit, this looks like a half decent place to get marooned for seven years. It could definitely have been worse. Something like Tatooine.


Or Hoth. Just the thought of it made her shiver in remembrance.


Suddenly, two males dropped down in front of her from the trees above, pointing spears at her and jabbering away in a language Sabine had never heard before. (And it was safe to say she'd heard a lot and could speak many of them.)


She raised her hands in the air, showing no ill intent and slowly rose from her crouch. The males poked at her with their spears and pushed her into the clearing, quickly drawing the attention of the rest of the village. Sabine was soon surrounded by men and women with spears and distrustful eyes.


With no better options at the moment that didn't include embarrassing the natives with her fighting skills, Sabine stood meekly for the moment.


Knowing it might be useless, Sabine tried anyway. She said very clearly and slightly slower than normal, "Do you know Ezra?" The crowd stilled at the name, so she said it again. "Ezra?"


They started muttering amongst themselves. Sabine felt a little flame of hope. They knew the name. That has to mean something. "Where is Ezra?" she demanded.


Ezra was hunting in the jungle with some of the teenagers when they saw the ship fly overhead. The teenagers froze in fear. Ezra froze in elation. "Holy nerfherders," he muttered to himself, since the others didn't understand Basic. "Someone's actually found me!"


Bending down, he shouldered the dead six legged creature that was the main staple of his diet now and barked at the teenagers in their language, "Let's go. Do not worry. The flying thing will not hurt you."


Then he took off at a sprint, the weight of the large creature on his shoulders not slowing him down at all. The teenagers kept up easily.


They passed the silver, blue, and orange Gauntlet that Ezra thought might just be his own, knowing Sabine's propensity for painting anything she could get her hands on. It looked way better than the original red and black paint job, that was for sure. The ship inspired exclamations of dismay and curiosity from the teenagers, but Ezra kept running past it. As he ran, he spotted the lightsabre burns on some of the vines and his hope for who had come for him shot through the roof. He knew only three people who were on his side that had lightsabres and he somehow doubted it was Master Obi-Wan Kenobi.


They arrived at the camp to find almost the entire village in an uproar, the warriors forming a large circle around a practically flying Sabine as she slashed through jabbing spears with a singing green lightsabre and stunned people left and right with the blaster in her other hand. She looked glorious. "What have you done with my Ezra?!" she practically yelled at them.


He almost laughed. Still a warrior goddess.


"Stop!" Ezra yelled in Basic, and then again in the native language of the people who called themselves The Hunters.


Everyone froze.


Striding up to the combatants he called out, "The woman is mine!"


A path was instantly cleared for him, letting him see Sabine clearly, who turned off the lightsabre as she spotted him, her eyes widening almost comically. It had been seven years, by his best guess since he'd last seen her, and he had to say that Sabine had only grown more beautiful, but he wasn't sure how that was possible, since he'd always thought her to be the epitome of exquisite perfection.


Sabine was keeping her hair shorter these days, emphasizing her big amber eyes and the lines of her face, cheekbones and pointed chin looking sharper than ever. It was dyed orange with gold highlights, looking like it was on fire. She was wearing the same armour she always had, but the colours had changed, with more dark purples and blues.


She took his breath away and stirred his manhood with want, just like she always had.


Sabine stared at the almost naked copper skinned man who had a black and purple coloured scaly beast of some sort over his shoulders. His skin glowed in the sunlight over an incredibly impressive set of muscles that made her practically drool and her core clench in desire. He was taller now, just as tall as Kanan was, and looked very confident and sure of himself. His head was shaved except for the top which was gathered into a tall tail that flowed down his back in dark blue waves. His face looked chiselled from stone and his electric blue eyes sparkled even more than she remembered. He still had the scars on his cheek. And a few new ones on his chest that looked like animal claws.


By the Manda, he's hot as hell now! Not that he wasn't before, but that was more like adorable hot. This is definitely in the category of underwear drenching hot. Sabine gulped. "Kriffing hell," she murmured under her breath. "Are you really my Ezra?"


Ezra dropped the animal he was carrying with an easy slouch of his shoulders and strode up to her, eyes meeting hers steadily. A glorious smile crossed his face as he stopped in front of her. "Last time I checked."


Sabine couldn't help but smile back. He might look older but that grin hadn't changed a bit. She'd missed that smile so much.


Raising his hand slowly, not sure of his welcome after all this time, Ezra cupped Sabine's cheek lovingly. "Cyar'ika," he murmured, thumb caressing the lips he hadn't kissed in way way way too long. "I missed you."


Sabine nuzzled into his touch for a few moments, eyes near closing in bliss. "Ez'ika," she near moaned. "I missed you so much." Then, without any warning whatsoever, she jumped up into his arms, legs wrapping around his waist and plastered her mouth to his.


Ezra groaned into the kiss and wrapped his arms around her, holding her close and secure. The Force practically sizzled between them, sending electricity shooting through his limbs as the bond so tentatively established years ago reawakened and kicked into high gear, letting him feel her pleasure as well. Their mouths opened and tongues duelled intimately for endless minutes of pleasure. Force, this was sooooo worth waiting for. But we can't stay long with this much Force energy crackling off of us.


Eventually he moved his mouth to the side, kissing her jaw and ear and neck lovingly while Sabine ran her fingers through his long hair in fascination, pulling the end of the tail over his shoulder so she could see how long it was. Aside from the shaved parts, he hadn't cut it since leaving Lothal, so it reached his pectoral. Me likey. 


Sabine made happy purring noises as he moved back to her sweet mouth, moaning happily into his kiss, with her hands cupping his face lovingly and Ezra reciprocating just as lovingly on her perfect rear end. Ezra was finally back in the heaven he'd given up to save his planet and he couldn't be happier. Just one more minute. One more minute, than I'll stop. Stars, she's so fragging perfect.


Pulling back eventually, Ezra glanced around and saw that his companions of the last seven years had disappeared, including the stunned ones from the ground and the animal he'd been carrying, leaving them alone. Calling out in their language, knowing they could still hear him, since they weren't actually all that far away, he said, "Thank you for allowing me to live with you. I apologize for my woman, she was just worried about me. I'm going home to my family now. May the hunting gods shine fortune on you."


"What did you say?" Sabine asked curiously after he put her down with a slow slide that left very little to the imagination in terms of how aroused he was. Very, thank you muchly. And even bigger than I remember. She practically skipped after him as he strode towards a small hut at the edge of the village, nearly giddy with euphoria.


"I just said goodbye and thanked them for letting me live with them for so long. I probably would have died long ago if they hadn't taken me in and shown me how to survive here. I actually can't use the Force here, because it attracts a very big predator."


Sabine touched his arm in sympathy, knowing that for him, that would be like consciously keeping his eyes closed for seven years straight. That had to suck big time.


Ducking into the hut, he gathered up his few belongings, consisting of the clothes he'd worn when he left Lothal, now just rags, his belt and holsters, boots that didn't fit anymore by a long shot (and that no one wanted because it was near impossible to walk silently in them), and a few carvings of Sabine, Kanan, Hera, Zeb, and even Chopper that he'd made out of animal horns. Putting everything in an animal skin bag, he hooked the strap over his shoulder and walked back out of the hut, knowing someone else would claim it right away.


Sabine had waited patiently in the doorway, watching him curiously and admiring his muscled form and perfect ass that was basically on display every time he bent over. She smiled at him as he wrapped an arm around her waist and hugged her close to his side, kissing her on top of her fiery hair and walking towards their ship. "I am so glad you're finally here," he said.


"So am I," Sabine replied, staying tucked under his arm until the jungle forced them to move into single file. "I refused to give up on searching for you, even though almost everyone else thought I was insane to keep looking. My mother especially."


What a surprise, he thought with eye rolling sarcasm. Ezra glanced back at her with a grateful smile as he was striding briskly and following the path Sabine had already hacked out of the jungle. "I knew you would find me eventually, I just thought it would be sooner. I had a vision of Ahsoka searching for me, too. Did she not make it back from Malachor?"


"Oh, she was searching for you. She and Rex mapped the Unknown Regions for five years. But she got pregnant and flat out refused to raise her child on a ship, so I took over. My work on Lothal was basically done anyway, since the war was finally over. And before you ask, yes, we won. The Emperor is dead and so is Darth Vader. The galaxy is safe again."


Ezra had to stop and hug Sabine in celebration after hearing all that, spinning them around in a quick circle and making her giggle. "That's wonderful news! What about Hera? Is she okay?"


Sabine smiled softly at him, arms wrapped around his neck, a hint of mischief in her amber eyes. "Hera is fine. Better than fine, actually. When we get home, you'll find a few surprises that I know you won't see coming."


Ezra raised a brow. "Do you mean about Hera being pregnant? Because I felt the new life force before I left. I'm guessing I have a new little sibling to meet."


Sabine pouted slightly. "Lothrats. There goes one surprise. But I'm not telling you the others. You can't make me."


Ezra laughed as he let her go with a kiss to the nose and then turned back towards the ship that he could now see through the trees. "I'm sure I can wait. I have a feeling we won't be bored on the trip home anyway."


Sabine practically salivated at the perfect triangle of his shoulders to waist and his flexing butt cheeks as he walked, feeling herself flush with heat. "No, we most certainly won't be bored."


One minute later, they were inside the ship and Sabine's armour was flying off even as she took him down to the decking of the cargo bay floor with a deternined tackle. She plastered her mouth to his, swallowing his groan of surrender.


"Ez. Kriff. I need you," she panted between desperate kisses.


"Sabine," he panted back, eyes nearly black with desire. I need you more. But... "Must. Get off. The. Planet."


She sat up on his rock hard stomach, but didn't let go of the strangle hold she had on his soft ponytail, pouting becomingly. "Can't it wait?" she pleaded.


Ezra shook his head frantically, ignoring the tug on his hair, or maybe rejoicing in it. "No. I can't control the Force energy we're throwing off right now, I'm too out of practice, and you do not want the giant nasty that lives here attacking your ship to get to me."


Sabine huffed, but heaved herself back to her feet, tossing his hair at him so it smacked him in the face. "Fine. Up into orbit then. But that's as far as we go. And for the record, this is your ship," she called as strode away towards the cockpit.


Ezra jumped up after her and closed the ramp before jogging to catch up. "I didn't want to presume. I like what you've done with it," he said as he took in the brightly painted walls filled with multiple different pictures and designs. Definitely looks like she's been living in here for a while, he thought with an amused smile.


"Glad you approve," Sabine said cheekily as she strode into the cockpit and sank into the pilot's chair. She had the ship up and running only a minute later, the engines still warm. "I gave it a new name too," she added, glancing over her shoulder to where he was leaning on the back of her chair, inhaling the wonderful scent of her shampoo and the undertone of paint that radiated from her that he'd missed so much.


"Oh?"


"I've called it The Lothhawk."


Ezra beamed. "I love it."


"Thought you would."


Sabine had the Kom'rk floating in space and the engines powered down in record time. In an instant, the rest of her armour and clothes were flying off, mouths were plastered back to each other, and hands were roaming sleek bodies as they staggered their way to a cabin and sank onto a bunk.


Ezra found himself pushed onto his back and stripped of his leather sandals, bone armbands, hair tie, and loincloth as Sabine's worshipping hands whispered all over his body. Ezra pulled Sabine down for a deep kiss before he closed his eyes and just enjoyed the sensation of having someone else touch him.


Believe it or not, Ezra had practically lived the life a monk for the last seven years, finding relief by his own hand only. The girls of the village had offered themselves to him time and again, but he'd turned them all down, knowing that one day he'd see his beautiful warrior goddess again and he wanted to stay true to her. His feisty little Mandalorian would always be his first and only love.


Ezra peered down at Sabine who was licking and kissing his chest and was now working her way down his abs. "I love you," he said, his heart in his eyes.


Oh, stars. Sabine stopped her kisses for the moment and looked up at him. He's just so kriffing perfect. "I love you too." She crawled up his chest and pressed a kiss to his mouth before meeting his eyes. And now for something that is incredibly long overdue. "Mhi solus tome, mhi solus dar'tome, mhi me'dinui an, mhi ba'juri verde."


Ezra's eyes widened before he smiled beatifically and repeated the Mandalorian marriage vows. "Mhi solus tome, mhi solus dar'tome, mhi me'dinui an, mhi ba'juri verde." I've waited forever to say that. For. Freaking. Ever.


He wrapped his arms around her naked back, marvelling at the satin texture of her skin against his and pulled her down for a long drugging kiss. When they were both properly breathless, he let her go and stared at her with heavy lidded eyes. "I'll never leave you again, my wonderful, beautiful, amazing wife."


Sabine grinned and kissed his prominent nose. "I'm holding you to that, Mr. Wren-Bridger."


Ezra grinned back at his new name, perfectly happy to be claimed by her.


She smirked at him and wiggled her sleek eyebrows. "Now be a good husband and don't move while I ravish you."


Ezra raised a brow in amusement and linked his hands together behind his head. "How's this?"


"Perfect." Sabine kissed him again quickly then moved back down his chest, continuing her detailed exploration of his body from before, moving back to his rock hard abs. He'd been cute and leanly muscled as a teenager, but now, at twenty-five, Ezra was every bit a full grown male and mouth wateringly gorgeous to look at. He had a few new scars here and there, but they just made him sexier in her opinion. I am one lucky, lucky girl. 


Dipping her tongue into his belly button, she felt him stiffen momentarily and then huff softly in a laugh. Sabine smiled at the reaction, curious to see what else she could do to him to get reactions. She continued down, kissing his pelvic bones that arrowed the way to his prominent manhood, standing tall and proud for her.


Grasping it gently at the base, she kissed the head and then licked up and down the sides.


Ezra gasped and tensed again, back near bowing off the bed before he made himself relax. Force, I had no idea how fragging good that would feel. His hand was like sandpaper in comparison to her velvet tongue. Sabine winked at him and continued her pleasurable torture of his sensitive cock.


Ezra craned his neck up and watched her mouth move up and down his length and her hands lovingly caress his thighs, stomach, and balls. He desperately wanted to give her pleasure too. "Sabine. Can I touch you?"


Glowing amber eyes glanced at him and she nodded before returning to her fascinating exploration of every millimetre of his private parts. His hand reached for the beautiful round rump that stuck out in her kneeling position and caressed the soft cheeks before his fingers dipped down and rubbed her wet folds.


Sabine purred against his cock, eyes sparkling like gems before they closed momentarily. Then she opened her mouth and engulfed the head and the first quarter of his shaft. Holy shit! Ezra's eyes near popped out of his head as his fingers stilled and his cock twitched and hardened further in appreciation. Holy Force, that felt amazing!


Then she pushed her mouth further down his shaft and rubbed her tongue against the underside. Ezra moaned and his eyes near rolled up into his head. He had to consciously remind his hand to keep moving as he fingered her dripping hot pussy, concentrating on the little bud on the top that he could basically fell thrumming with want through their bond.


Sabine quickly decided she wanted to feel Ezra's mouth on her too. If his fingers felt that good, his mouth had to better. And judging by the whimpers he was making, he thought her mouth was certainly better than her hand on his rock hard length that felt like it was covered in satin.


Sabine moved, perching herself above Ezra's mouth but keeping herself facing his cock. "Lick me, Ez'ika," she demanded.


Ezra was more than happy to comply, since it would help take his mind off the incredible pleasure she was giving him and distract him from coming in less than a minute right in her hot, perfect, mouth. Wrapping his fingers around her hips, he raised his head and licked up her delicious slit, savouring the new flavour, before focusing on her pleasure bud.


She could feel everything he was doing to her like each movement was magnified to the nth degree. She moaned around his dick and tried to swallow more in appreciation. So fragging huge. There's no way.


"More, Ez. I need more," she moaned after gasping in some much needed air.


Ezra plunged two fingers into her depths and she clenched around them happily, feeling her orgasm building. She sucked even harder, humming against him.


Ezra nearly died as his eyes rolled up into his head. "Frag, do that again."


She did.


He somehow retained enough brain power to keep his fingers moving in her tight sheath and his tongue flicking on her clit.


This lasted for maybe five minutes before neither could take the exquisite torture anymore.


Feeling like she needed Ezra's perfect cock inside her NOW, Sabine gave his steely erection one last lick before she moved around again to straddle him and sank herself down on his straining length, shuddering in pleasure as he filled her to the very end of her channel. He felt even bigger than she remembered and the stretch on her walls was almost unbearably erotic. Leaning forward, she kissed Ezra hotly, tasting herself, and rocked against him before sitting up. She rested her hands on his strong pecs and then rose up and down slowly, savouring the long missed pleasure of this incredible feeling.


She was building quickly, bouncing faster and faster on the hard length inside her. Ezra's hands reached forward and cupped her perfect little breasts, flicking and rubbing her nipples as he alternated between watching her expressive face and the area where they were joined. Seeing his length disappear inside her over and over was, to him, an awe inspiring sight.


Ezra tensed and somehow found the discipline to hold back the climax that was building in his balls as Sabine whined loudly and clenched like a vice around him, just so he could feel every flutter of her walls.


Sabine gasped and shuddered for a minute, savouring the orgasm and rocking slightly on Ezra before he smiled quickly at her and moved his hands to her hips, holding her up and still as he started thrusting up into her hard and incredibly fast. Sabine cried out again as she started building to yet another orgasm.


Ezra kept control of himself by the barest of threads as he moved in Sabine's incredibly tight and wet channel over and over. He closed his eyes and rested his head on the bed again and just rode the pleasurable waves that swept through him with each thrust. Wanting her to come again first, he groaned out, "Come for me again, Sabine."


His sexy, deep rumble sent a jolt through her, enough to send her over the edge she'd been balancing on. Sabine screamed as the second orgasm was even more intense than the first. She quivered and shuddered and gasped for air, fingers digging into the muscles of his chest.


Her orgasm was just beginning to fade when Ezra suddenly thrust up into her twice, really hard, and then went off like a fountain, filling her depths with shot after shot of hot seed.


Sabine came again.


They stayed in bed for the better part of a day before moving to the shower and doing basically anything but actually getting clean.


Eventually, Sabine felt motivated enough to set a course for home.


It took them the majority of a week to reach Lothal, but they did. By then, Ezra had sensed that she was carrying a new life force, since she had never actually gotten a contraceptive shot (kinda on purpose) and Ezra had come in her repeatedly. Ezra was ecstatic with the development and they had another celebration that involved being naked and sweaty.


When they eventually landed on Lothal by Ezra's tower, Hera was waiting for them by the Ghost, which was surrounded by dozens of ships and speeders and bikes.


Of course, on the way in, Ezra had to exclaim over every change and improvement to Capital City, and then flat out gush over the improved tower and the giant mansion that sat behind it. Sabine flushed happily at the praise for all her hard work.


Ezra walked out of the Lothhawk in just his tribal outfit and Sabine's rain poncho since that was all he had. (Sabine had brought some clothes for him but they didn't even come close to fitting, which made them laugh.) Sabine's hand was laced with his as they walked down the ramp to meet Hera. She hasn't changed a bit.


Hera looked up at the tall, half naked man, eyes widening in shock. Holy nerfherders, he's grown! And the hair! Her hand went to her chest as she gasped and blinked back tears. "Oh, stars. Is that my Ezra?"


Sabine nodded, smiling, and Ezra walked forward and hugged Hera to him tightly, resting his cheek on her shoulder and breathing in her wonderful, much missed scent. "Mom."


Her arms wrapped around him just as tightly and she cried gentle tears into his chest. "Ezra."


"Who's that, Mama?" a young voice asked as a boy ran up to join the group, Chopper rolling beside him.


Ezra's head whipped up and he blinked at the boy who looked about six years old and had bright green hair and dark blue eyes.


Hera's arm wrapped around the boy's shoulders and hugged him into her side, smiling down at him lovingly. "Jacen, this is your big brother, Ezra."


Jacen's eyes widened in excitement and he leaped at Ezra, expecting to be caught. "Ezzie!"


Ezra's arms wrapped around the bundle of energy reflexively and he grinned at the little boy. "Hi, little bro. it's nice to meet you."


Jacen grinned back, showing an adorable gap toothed smile. "Nice to meet you too, Ezzie. I've heard a zillion stories bout you. And there are tons of people here to see you."


Ezra raised a brow at Sabine and Hera. "Is that so?"


They both looked a little guilty. "We may have planned a party," Sabine explained. "I may have delayed our trip home a little bit on purpose."


Ezra snorted in amusement. "I don't think I was complaining."


"Before he meets the guests, you might want to find him some proper clothes," a very familiar voice said dryly.


Ezra gawked at the slightly glowing form of Kanan and he forgot to breathe. He absently handed Jacen to his mother and stepped forward right up to the... ghost? Uhhhhhhh... "Kanan?" he squeaked out.


Kanan nodded and grasped Ezra's shoulder comfortingly. "It's really me, Ezra."


Ezra's mouth opened and closed a few times as his brain shut down and abandoned him. Then his eyes rolled up and he crashed towards the ground. Kanan caught him with the Force just before his head would have hit. He gently lowered him the rest of the way as Sabine sank to her knees beside him.


A few seconds later, Ezra's eyes fluttered open again and he stared up at Sabine. "Cyar'ika, you must have loved me to death, because I think I just saw Kanan."


She laughed and Kanan's familiar and unscarred face appeared on his other side. "Don't worry, kid. You're not dead."


Ezra sat up abruptly and lunged at Kanan, hugging the ghost tight, leaving the logistics of how for later. "I missed you, Dad."


Kanan hugged him back and chuckled, flicking Ezra's long tail of hair playfully. "Obviously. You're trying to outdo me." The Jedi ghost smiled at Ezra with relief and anticipation in his teal eyes. "Welcome back to the Force, kid. You've missed a lot."


Ezra gave Kanan a good gawk-over and then leaned to the side a bit to see Ahsoka and a much younger looking Rex approaching with an adorable baby Human/Togruta hybrid in his arms, followed by Zeb, Kallus, and a huge herd of people, at the head of which was a young blond man about the same age as Ezra who looked weirdly familiar and radiated a Force presence almost as strong as Ahsoka's. His eyebrows rose as high as they would go as he looked back at his ghostly Master. "I'll say."
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Summary


Ezra and Sabine's undercover mission at a seedy Outer Rim luxury estate takes a terrible, terrifying turn.


Notes


This idea had been kicking around in my brain for a while but when I saw Whumptober 2019 had "Laced Drink" as one of the prompts I basically went, "Okay, well, you pretty much HAVE to do it now."


This is a dark one, so heed the warnings and tags. I am not even kidding. 


Trigger warning for non-consensual drugging and an attempted date rape (unsuccessful).


The laser light display on the ceiling was giving her a headache. Sabine shifted her balance to the other foot, leaning up against the pillar and rubbing her forehead and temples.


She scanned the crowd—again—for their contact. Hondo had told them to watch out for a Chagrian with a jagged scar down his right eye—"Or possibly it was his left."—and while she'd seen several since she and Ezra had arrived and set up their cover stories—too many honestly, for her preference—none matched the description given.


Of course, given Hondo, their description could be wrong entirely.


And in any case she could barely see anything in this blasted psychedelic lighting.


Sabine huffed, brushing a purple-tinged bang out of her eyes. Her hands itched to press the button on her wrist comm but it, along with her beloved WESTAR-35s, had been confiscated at the resort's front door and sealed in a locker behind the desk, as part of a strict "no weapons" rule.


Ezra had already been privy to her hour-long rant to the desk clerk about it but she really wanted to call Hera and grumble to her too. Hera would have agreed that hanging out overnight at a seedy Outer Rim "luxury estate", catering mostly to the denizens of the criminal underworld, without a blaster by her side was…


Well, uncomfortable at the very least.


Sabine checked the chrono on the wall, squinting through the flashing lights to read it.


Little after one in the morning, she noted. Well, I'm bored.


She straightened up, pushing off the pillar. Her eyes cast about for the familiar orange jacket that belonged to her companion.


Maybe Ezra was having better luck.


She spotted him seated at the bar, a drink by his elbow and… chatting animatedly with a girl.


A very pretty girl, Sabine noticed with some disgruntlement.


What was weirder was that the honey-blonde young human woman—nineteen or twenty if Sabine had to guess, with ice-blue eyes and a comfy-looking red silk scarf wrapped around her neck—was leaned forward in her seat, keenly interested, playing with the ends of her hair and looking at Ezra with an enamored expression.


Sabine's frown deepened.


Okay, maybe that wasn't so weird. Since his growth spurt had hit, Ezra had been attracting a lot more female attention lately. Sabine wasn't entirely sure if she liked it.


In any case, she started making her way over. Whoever she was, Little Miss Pretty was clearly distracting Ezra from their mission. Time to flick some sense back into his hormone-addled brain.


Sabine maneuvered around an Ithorian and squeezed in-between two Theelins having entirely too much drunken fun on the dance floor. Stumbling into the clear, she crossed her arms, reorienting her eyeline towards the bar.


To her surprise, the girl was already moving off, waving goodbye to Ezra as she left her seat. Sabine eyed her suspiciously as she walked past, then continued on to join Ezra at the bar.


"Making new friends I see," she commented lightly.


Ezra was still grinning from whatever he and the girl had been talking about. "Her name's Amaya," he said. "Her father owns some kind of refinery down on the Wharfs. She's on break from university and came home to visit."


"Fascinating," Sabine drolled, eyes flat. She swiveled on her heel and leaned her back against the bar. "Any luck spotting our contact?"


Ezra's good mood dulled in an instant, his shoulders slumping. "None," he said glumly, turning on his stool. He swept up his drink glass with his hand and tossed it back in a long gulp. Finishing, he exhaled and set the glass back down. "I'm beginning to think he doesn't exist," he grumbled.


Sabine shrugged. "Well, it wouldn't be the first time Hondo's pulled a fast one on us." She scanned the crowd again with wary eyes, feeling the empty spots in her hip holsters keenly. "I just wish the repairs on the Ghost were finished so we could go. I hate it here," she said.


A hint of Ezra's boyish grin returned. "I dunno, it's kinda growing on me," he quipped.


Any other time Sabine might have rolled her eyes at the comment, but the unease that had been plaguing her all evening had returned. She glanced towards the door, and the dance floor, trying to pin her feelings on some kind of concrete reason. She looked to Ezra, serious.


"Does… does this place give you any bad vibes at all? Like, through the Force or something?" she asked.


"Not any more than any other underworld slimehole. Why?"


Her face pinched. "I dunno. I just… I don't like not being allowed to have my weapons on me when I'm surrounded by criminal sleezebags." She waved a hand to gesture. "No protection, no means of self-defense… I feel almost… naked," she complained.


Ezra chuckled. "Welcome to how I feel any time I have to leave my lightsaber behind for a mission," he said. Sobering, his blue eyes met hers. "And you're not defenseless, Sabine. Even without a blaster you can still flatten me."


She huffed, her breath tickling her bangs, but felt something warm worming through her heart at the words. "I'd still feel better with at least one thermal detonator on me," she said.


"Well, I guess we'll just have to protect each other then," Ezra replied, that glimmer of earnest resolve and heroic charm shining in his eyes.


Sabine's mouth quirked into a smile. She'd admit it, he could be sweet sometimes.


Dropping her smile she pushed off the bar and sighed. "I don't think he's showing up, Ezra. You want to just call it a night and head back up to the room?" she suggested, thumbing off in the vague direction of the door.


He shoved his stool back, getting to his feet. "Yeah. I think that's a good—"


He stopped. His eyes unfocused and the next second he was suddenly pitching forward.


"Woah, hey!" Sabine exclaimed in alarm, hands darting out and catching him by the arms before he could faceplant into the floor. She carefully tilted him back upright, concern taking over her face. "Are you all right?"


"Yeah…" Ezra shook his head hard, blinking furiously. His balance wobbled. His chin was drooped and his eyes wandered somewhere around the floor. "Yeah I just… feel really dizzy… all of a sudden…" He gripped her arms to keep himself steady.


Sabine slid a look out the corner of her eye at the empty glass on the counter. "How many of those did you have?" she asked suspiciously.


He struggled to focus through bleary eyes. He couldn't keep his head up.


"Just… just the one…"


Sabine snorted. "Well you're either a ridiculous lightweight—"


She stopped, her eyes caught on something. Grabbing up the vessel carefully, she squinted at the residue left in the bottom of the glass.


There was an odd trace of something milky and white floating in the last few drops.


"—or someone drugged your drink!" she finished in horror, smacking the glass back down on the counter like it was something cursed.


Her head whipped around, searching the crowd with wide eyes, her hands gripping Ezra a fraction tighter. She strained to see through the mass of alien bodies.


A frantic few seconds turned up nothing. No sign of the pretty girl who'd been chatting Ezra up just moments ago. Sabine squinted through the dim blue lighting but Amaya—and her red silk scarf—were nowhere to be found.


The immediate panic faded, but Sabine was almost nauseous now, realizing that—that sicko that had seemed so giggly and interested in Ezra was just pretending, waiting for an opportunity, buttering Ezra up with flattery and compliments to make him lower his guard so she could—


Her teeth ground furiously. Alarms still ringing through her body, she slung Ezra's arm over her shoulder, squeezing his wrist tightly.


"C'mon, let's—let's get up to our room," she whispered urgently.


He was already growing leaden, offering no protest. "Okay…" he replied dully.


Sabine pulled him quickly through the crowd, going straight for the door without stopping.


-SWR-


The filtered yellow-white overheads illuminating the hallway were much easier on her eyes. Sabine guided Ezra from the turbolifts and down the corridor, counting the numbers on the doors as she looked for their room.


"37… 38… 39…" she whispered to herself.


The soft carpet that crunched under their feet muted Ezra's awkward footsteps. The boy was practically hanging off her now, struggling not to become deadweight. His eyelids hung low over his eyes, sleepy, taking long blinks. He mumbled softly under his breath.


"…'m'tired…" Sabine managed to pick out.


She squeezed his wrist reassuringly. "I know, Ez. We're almost there," she promised.


They passed room 42 and Sabine sped up a little, spotting their room a few doors down.


"47!" she announced, breathless. "All right, here we are." She reached across with her free hand, digging in Ezra's right pocket.


She frowned, trying his left.


"Ezra where's your keycard?" she groaned in frustration, checking his jacket pouches and his empty blaster holster too.


He raised his head a bit, his unfocused eyes squinting. "Idon'… um…" His brows wrinkled in concentration.


"Never mind, I've got mine," she dismissed, yanking it out from her belt with some difficulty and stabbing it through the access panel.


The door unlocked and slid open, letting cool air from inside the room hit their faces. Sabine shuffled them inside quickly, smacking the button to close the door behind them.


As the light from the hall cut out, leaving them in the dim silver moonlight, Sabine let out a shuddering breath of relief.


Carefully, she helped Ezra over to the bed, tossing her keycard on the nightstand along the way.


He slid off her almost immediately as soon as his legs bumped the side. Keeping one hand firmly gripped around his forearm, Sabine eased him down. He sank into the pillows and sheets with a soft moan, his eyes fluttering barely a crack.


Biting her lip, her face pinching, Sabine tucked his legs into the bed with the rest of him, then grabbed her small flashlight from her belt and flicked it on. She leaned over Ezra, prying open one of his eyes and shining the light in it.


His pupil was shrunk to a tiny pinpoint and he barely had any reaction to the flashlight searing his eyes. Sabine leaned back, her fingers curling around the flashlight tightly. Force, what was she supposed to do? Did they have anything in the room's small medkit that could help?


She doubted it.


Exhaling, she sat on the bed, setting aside her flashlight and scratching her hands up through her hair. Her worried eyes watched Ezra for a few moments, agonizing, and then she shook herself and took his right hand, reaching for the wrist comm he wore there.


"I need to borrow this a moment, okay?" she said, fumbling with the leather cuff a moment or two before it unstrapped.


His gaze slid over her groggily. "N'kay…" he mumbled.


Sabine rose to her feet, beginning to pace the length of the room as she opened the channel.


"Spectre 5 to Ghost, reporting in."


Kanan answered, his bright, warm voice soothing the edges off her nerves. "Nice to hear from you Spectre 5. You sure took your time."


Sabine let out a nervous laugh, holding the comlink up by the side of her face as she rubbed her head. "Yeah, sorry about that. My comlink got confiscated at the gates for having a pulse generator sitting next to it."


"They took your comlink?" said Hera, her tone already painting a picture in Sabine's mind of the Twi'lek pilot's furrowed brows and critical frown.


"And my blasters, and the grenades, and my detonators," Sabine listed. "They even filched a couple of Ezra's lockpicks."


"Is this a resort or a prison?" she heard Kanan muttering in the background.


"All right, other than that has there been any trouble?" Hera asked.


Sabine's jaw tightened. "If I ever get my hands on that schutta there's going to be," she growled.


"What was that?"


Sabine gave a sigh through her teeth. "Some bitch roofied Ezra," she explained.


"What?!" Hera and Kanan exclaimed almost in tandem.


"Is he all right?" Kanan asked urgently.


"He's safe," she answered quickly, with a quick glance at him. "She didn't get a chance to do anything. We're up in our room." She shook her head. "I dunno what she gave him but he's pretty out of it. Awake and semi-coherent but… not really functional, you know?"


"…heard th't…" came a mutter from the bed.


She heard relieved sighs from the other end.


"Can you guys make it back to the ship?" Kanan's voice held a twinge of worry now.


"Not easily," Sabine answered, grimacing. "They enforce curfew on the grounds in thirty minutes. And I'm not sure Ezra will last that long before passing out."


"All right," Kanan acknowledged in defeat. "Then just stay put for now. Stay with him. We'll pull you out in the morning."


Sabine shuddered, her pacing coming to a stop. "Don't worry, I'm not letting him out of my sight. Spectre 5 out."


She clicked the button, her arm dropping by her side. She tugged on her ear a few more moments before stirring, turning around, returning to the bedside.


She set the wrist comm on the nightstand next to her keycard. By her elbow, Ezra's breathing was shallow, labored, his eyes pinched closed.


His head turned weakly. "'s'hot…" he complained.


Sabine placed a hand on his face and flinched at the heat coming off his skin. "Stars, you're burning up," she whispered, quietly horrified.


She darted around the bed to the window, throwing the curtains open a bit more. Moonlight slanted across the room, giving her a bit more means to see. Sabine quickly crossed the room again to the dresser, grabbing for the lid of the little courtesy ice bucket.


She bit back a curse as the lid revealed a bone-dry empty interior.


"Oh, figures!" she cried, almost throwing the lid back on the dresser.


She tensed her shoulders, her fingers twitching, willing herself to take a long, deep breath and calm down.


She checked the medkit. No fever-reducers.


She turned the cold tap in the refresher as high as it would go. It didn't feel nearly cold enough.


She still wrung the small handcloth out in the sink and placed it across Ezra's forehead anyway.


Ezra frowned, his features squeezing. He reached up weakly, grasping for it and pulling it off once he had hold of a corner.


"Ezra, come on!" Sabine groaned, picking it up from where it had dropped.


"'ches," he said. "t'warm…"


His voice rasped like his throat was dry. Sabine looked reluctantly between the door and the empty ice bucket.


"Really gonna make this difficult for me aren't you?" she asked.


His skin already looked like it was glistening with sweat. If she didn't get him cooling off soon…


She bit her nails, weighing her options. With a wilting glance at Ezra she made her decision.


She grabbed up the ice bucket.


Pausing by the bed to take her keycard, she leaned over him, palm on his cheek, turning his face towards her.


"I'll be right back, I promise," she told him.


"…'kay…" he replied in a whisper.


She gripped the rim of the ice bucket tightly as she rose and crossed towards the door.


The hallway was still quiet and empty as she beelined for the ice station. It was further down than she liked, and she darted anxious looks back over her shoulder at their closed door. Her nerves rattled and buzzed inside her as she stepped into the utility room and held the bucket under the nozzle for the ice dispenser. Reassuring words repeated in her head and only once did she try to lean out and look around the doorframe, making sure the door was still shut and the hall was still quiet.


It's okay… It's okay… she kept telling herself. She didn't do anything. He's okay.


And then as she was standing there she frowned. Her brows furrowed at the trickling ice.


That was… odd, wasn't it? Why hadn't she done anything? She had already been leaving by the time Sabine was making her way over, so it wasn't like seeing the Mandalorian coming had scared her off. And with how quickly the drug took effect, surely she should have wanted to be on hand to shuffle him off somewhere secluded. Why just drug his drink and then leave unless—


Her eyes widened. With a cold flash of horror she remembered Ezra's missing keycard.


Unless she was planning on coming back.


There was hiss! from out in the hallway.


Sabine dropped the bucket, spilling ice all across the floor as she flung herself out of the utility room.


"Hey!" she yelled, pounding towards their room and the flash of red fabric that was disappearing into it.


The door was already closing. Sabine's lungs screeched for air as she willed herself to run faster, sharp jolts passing up through her legs with every step.


She lunged for the opening only for it to close in her face, a horrible-sounding chunk! sounding in the lock.


Her keycard slammed through the access panel, earning a red indicator and an error beep.


"NO!" she screamed, smacking a fist hard on the unyielding door. She practically punched the door as she shouted though it. "You leave him alone! Ezra? Ezra!" she cried, panic making her voice shrill.


Her fingernails pried at the gap, scratching for purchase. She stepped back, desperately looking up and down the hallway for something—a guard, another guest, a heavy potted plant—before kicking the door in frustration.


Why did I leave him?! Kanan said not to leave him! ran through her thoughts in despair.


With a feral snarl, she whirled on her heel, running down the hallway towards the turbolifts and aft staircase.


Hold on Ezra! she prayed as she crashed though the stairwell door, slamming it against the wall.


-SWR-


He turned his head at the sound of the door closing.


"S'bine?"


Ezra's eyes wouldn't focus. It was too dark to see. That whole side of the room was a shadowed blur.


Something came forward, stepping into the moonlight. A figure with soft edges. Blue cascaded down her, a vibrant red line circled thin shoulders, and her hair gleamed… yellow?


Ezra squinted.


That… wasn't right…


Her features dissolved in and out, pulling at something in his memory. Her face was suddenly very close and a heady scent—rich, floral, with just a hint of some kind of tropical fruit—entered his nose, jogging his thoughts, stirring something inside his head.


Ezra's breath hitched. It was suddenly no longer hard to keep his eyes open.


Not Sabine…


He tried to shift away, a fearful squeak sounding from him.


There was finger on his lips, soft and scented, and he heard Amaya's voice, whispering soothingly.


"Shh… Don't worry," she said. A warm smile beamed out from her blurry face. "It'll be over quickly."


Terror strangled his throat as he felt her moving to take off his boots.


-SWR-


The desk clerk's face twinged red, flustered.


"I'm sorry, Miss Yuna," he said, his reedy voice strained. "But as we had previously, extensively, discussed," he continued, referencing Sabine's earlier objections that afternoon, "the no-weapons policy is strictly enforced, especially this late at night close to resort curfew."


"Look, I know what you said, okay?" Sabine fumed, throwing up her hands in stiff gestures. She burned with anger—at herself, for leaving Ezra's side, at the harpy up in their room preying on him, at Hondo for this whole stupid mission, and right now, most especially, for the weaselly bureaucratic stickler behind the counter in front of her. She was going to murder him with her bare hands if he kept stonewalling her like this. "But this is an emergency!"


He rolled several pairs of eyes at her. "It's always an emergency, Miss Yuna," he sighed. "But if I made an exception for you then the other guests—"


She'd had it. She threw herself over the counter, grabbing the clerk by the lapels of his immaculately ironed uniform and yanking him up towards her face, making him give a fearful yelp.


"You listen here you miserable little piece of bantha dung," she growled, her face twisted with absolute fury. "My friend is up in our room being assaulted by one of your guests right now!" Her teeth bared at him as she snarled. "So you're going to unlock that case and give me my weapons or so help me I will reach down your throat, rip out your tongue, and FEED IT TO YOU!"


Her shout echoed loudly across the foyer as she finished.


The clerk timidly reached up to adjust his collar.


"…I'll get the key."


-SWR-


Amaya's hands were ice cold on his burning skin but it brought no cool relief, just frozen splinters of fear that pierced through the murky haze.


The drug made it hard to concentrate, hard to understand what was happening outside of the cloying fear. It was like he was submerged in deep, gloomy, thick water, all sound and sensations muted and far away, happening somewhere out of reach on the surface.


Fabric was sliding off his skin. Ezra squirmed weakly as Amaya slipped his arms out of his sleeves, pulled his head through his collar.


He fell back into the pillow again, limp, leaden, something in his mind screaming at him to move.


A strangled noise escaped his lips. He strained. He thought he felt some movement in his numb arms and then dull, fleshy thuds hit his palms. His tunneled eyes glanced down across his chest and saw himself pushing her, shoving at her disembodied shoulders and hands.


"Nn… no…" he heard his own voice choking out. "D—dn't…"


Her voice floated above him.


"Cute as your begging is," she was saying, "you're resisting a little too much for my liking."


Pale hands reached up towards her neck, unwinding a long string of red. Ezra's fingers curled, scratching at what thought might be her face.


There was a firm pinch as she almost easily caught his right wrist. The red fabric was wrapped around, cinching tightly, and Ezra couldn't breathe, watching the scarf circle his arm like it belonged to someone else.


He heard a whimper. Shadows fell across him and her perfume filled his nose. He pulled away, sinking down, down, into the softness beneath him, barely registering his right wrist pinning over his left, above his head, and the silk looping around them both.


The blackness was constricting his chest, filling his head. Everything was far away. So far away…


He couldn't… think…


-SWR-


Amaya threaded her scarf around one of the slats at the head of the bed and yanked down, pulling the binds tight. She tied a knot, anchoring Ezra's wrists in place, and sat back with a look of satisfaction.


"There," she said, brightly. "That's better."


His fingers clenched and he was shaking, staring up at the ceiling with glassy eyes, pulling weakly at the fabric around his wrists. Amaya reached up, brushing her fingers against his hairline and he flinched, shuddering, a terrified gasp-like noise filtering out his mouth.


A comlink line clicked open suddenly from her side. A man's voice, strained and panicky, called out.


"Spectre 5?! Come in Spectre 5! What's happening? Spectre 6! Ezra!"


Her face soured. "Ugh." She reached over towards the nightstand. "Scrab off, killjoy," she grumbled, and firmly punched the button to close the open channel and turn off the device.


Ezra had turned towards the voice when he'd heard it, some confused and desperate expression on his face. Amaya turned his face back towards her, a hand under his chin, leaning in close.


"Now where were we?" she asked huskily.


-SWR-


Once again she didn't bother with the turbolifts, hammering up the stairs in a violent rush. Adrenaline streaked through her, giving speed and strength to every movement, and she let it carry her up, up, up, her feet smacking on the stone floor. She barely saw the stairwell passing by, her mind's eye flooded with hateful images of that girl locked in the room with Ezra, touching him, hurting him.


At their floor she yanked open the stairwell door, rushing through and thundering down the hallway.


Red heat crowded around her head, licking at the corners of her vision.


Both blasters were already out and she was firing at the door controls. One shot, two shots, missed, missed.


The third shot found its mark, exploding the panel with a small pop of white sparks. The door slid open. Sabine screeched to a stop as she swung around the frame into the room and all her eyes registered was Amaya straddling him, her lips on his, breaking off as her head pulled up, the flash of a wide-eyed startled expression.


She let loose with a hideous banshee screech, squeezing the trigger of her blaster.


The bolt hit Amaya square in the chest—Sabine didn't register whether it was a stun shot or not and she didn't care—and she toppled headlong off the other side of the bed with a scream.


She didn't reappear.


For several seconds, Sabine panted, hearing only the rushing roar of the blood in her ears.


Slowly, her adrenaline rush began to subside.


The anger left her. She buckled as if cut from a string, her fumbling hands sticking her blasters in their holsters shakily, and then flung herself towards the bed.


"Ezra!" she cried, her voice choking with relief and hysteria.


He jerked with a violent startle when her hands found his face. "'Bine?!" he blurted, his constricted blue eyes straining, trying to focus on her.


He looked so terrified she wanted to cry.


"Shh, shh," she whispered. "It's okay, it's me." She unwrapped the knot in Amaya's scarf, quickly loosening it and untangling Ezra's wrists before pulling him upright into a sitting position, wrapping her arms around him tightly. "It's me, I promise. It's okay. It's okay. You're okay," she repeated, breathlessly, pressing her face against the side of his head. His feverish bare skin was hot against her chest but she didn't care. "You're okay. She didn't do anything. You're okay."


She didn't know how much he was comprehending, but he sagged in her arms, tension disappearing from his muscles.


"'Bine…" he strained, his voice quivering with relief. His face slipped down to bury in her shoulder and she didn't comment on the wet trails that soaked into her shirt. "'Bine…" came his muffled sob.


She furiously blinked back hot tears herself, squeezing him harder, as she heard the estate guards finally making it to the doorway and filing into the room.


-SWR-


"What kind of establishment are you running here?!" Hera yelled at the increasingly contrite desk clerk, who was practically cowering behind his desk, hands raised to mollify the Twi'lek's fury.


"Yes yes, we are so very sorry that Miss Yuna and Mister Taachi's stay here was so unpleasant—" he was trying to say.


"Unpleasant?!" Hera bellowed, shaking a fist. "I'll show you unpleasant you spineless little glorka worm!"


Sabine wished she could take some kind of mean satisfaction from Hera's thorough dressing-down of the resort staff but all she could do was stand there, holding her arms numbly, staring off across the foyer with blank eyes.


Hera's rant was noise in her unhearing ears, her mind far away. It was only when Hera began personally threatening the desk clerk with bodily harm that she stirred, walking up and catching the pilot by the arm, gently drawing her away.


"All right Hera, he got enough of that from me last night," she said. "Let's leave him alone for now."


Hera huffed through her flaring nostrils, but jabbed a last warning finger at the desk clerk, spinning around and storming towards the door.


Sabine followed behind her quietly, shadowing her wake all the way back to the launchpad at the hanger where the Ghost was docked.


Kanan met them at the foot of the ramp.


"I checked in with the med center," he told them. "The girl's stable."


"How unfortunate," Sabine said flatly, eyes narrow.


"They've called her father. He wasn't too happy to hear about her condition. Or what she was up to last night."


Hera crossed her arms, leaning back on one leg. "Think he'll cause any trouble for us?" she plied him.


"Hard to say," Kanan admitted. "He didn't seem very shocked to hear about what she did—or tried to do—but he wasn't exactly rushing to apologize either." He sighed heavily. "I think he was just blustering, but he threatened to press charges."


"For what?!" Hera exclaimed, scandalized. "His brat is the one who almost—"


"Forget it, Hera. Not like there's anyone on this rock he can go to for it," Sabine interrupted bitterly. The low-to-nonexistent Imperial presence on the planet meant that there wouldn't be Stormtroopers snooping around to investigate the disturbance… but it also meant there weren't any authorities they could report it to. No one to haul the girl off to prison where she belonged. No one to arrest her.


They had to be content with the estate's promise to permaban Amaya from the premises and whatever scolding the girl's father might dish out.


Sabine steamed at the unfairness of it all, simmering in indignant anger.


Putting those feelings aside for the moment, her eyes and voice softened.


"How is he?" she asked.


Kanan thought for a moment, his mind almost visibly putting words together behind his mask. "Shaken," he finally said, "but… I think he'll be okay."


"Can I talk to him?" Sabine asked, her fingers curling together timidly in front of her. Kanan had been with Ezra all morning, shut up together in his room, and Sabine had wanted so badly to know what was happening, but didn't dare knock or even approach the door.


Kanan nodded, stepping aside for her. "Go ahead."


Sabine took the invitation gratefully, running up the ramp and quickly climbing the ladder to the cockpit, where she found Zeb and Chopper.


Zeb was still in holoconference with Hondo, who had been uncharacteristically sober when they had commed in to chew him out, asking simply if Ezra was okay.


"And you are sure you do not need me to hire an assassin to finish the job?" the pirate was saying.


"Tempting as that offer is," Zeb grunted, paying Sabine a brief glance as she emerged, "I think we'd rather just get off this rock as fast as possible."


"Of course, of course," Hondo acknowledged. "Still it would be very easy to make it look like an accident."


Sabine smiled privately as she left the cockpit. Her footsteps slowed as she approached the door to Zeb and Ezra's room. She stared at the cold gray metal for a moment.


She raised a hand to knock, then hesitated.


"It's open," came his voice, calling from inside the room.


Sabine dropped her arm. Steeled herself with a long inhale.


She pressed the button to slide open the door.


He was standing there on the other side, head down, hands wrapped around his elbows. He looked up with lined, tired eyes.


"Hey," he said quietly.


Sabine searched for what she had intended to say. "Hi. Um…" One hand curled around her forearm. "How… how are you doing?"


He shrugged. "Whatever she gave me wore off a few hours ago. Kanan has me drinking a lot of fluids to make sure it's flushed out." His words were hollow, clinical, too-casual, like he was trying to distance himself from what he was saying.


"You know what I mean, Ezra," she said, a stern undertone in her voice. "Are you okay?"


His face pinched. His arms tightened around himself protectively. His lips pressed together as he struggled to articulate his inner thoughts.


"I didn't…" he started, then shook his head. "I didn't sense anything off about her. Not through the Force, not with my instincts…" His face was gaunt. "I don't know how she tricked me."


Sabine offered a weak smile. "Hey, don't feel bad. She didn't exactly ping my radar either," she encouraged.


"Yeah, but you at least had your guard up. I just sat there and let her buy me a drink like a complete moron," he spat, his eyes growing hard.


"Ezra, you're not—" Sabine started.


"I just—" He stopped, inhaling shakily, the anger slipping away again and the haunted look returning to his face. "I felt so… helpless," he strained out. One hand raised up, mashing against his face, clawing up into his hair. "The Force was… slippery and out of reach and I couldn't… I couldn't move." Frightened blue eyes met hers and Sabine thought he might be trembling. "She could have done anything to me," he continued. "Anything she wanted and I wouldn't—" The words caught suddenly in his throat and he had to force them out, swallowing. "I couldn't have stopped her."


Sabine's heart yanked inside her, hating the fear that lined Ezra's voice. Her hand found his shoulder.


"But she didn't," she emphasized. "I stopped her."


His face softened. "I know," he said quietly.


She took his other shoulder. She had to make sure he understood. "Hey. She can't hurt you again. All right? We're leaving and we won't ever come back. Not even to the same quadrant if you don't want to. I won't let her lay hands on you again," she promised.


"I know," he repeated. He breathed out, calm settling over his features.


He stepped forward, embracing her. She stiffened in surprise, then relaxed, her arms coming around him.


"Thank you Sabine," he said. "Thank you for… for protecting me." He squeezed her tighter. "I'm… really glad you were there."


"No problem," she murmured, her words getting lost in his collar. "Just… don't ever do that to me again."


He chuckled softly. "I'll try not to."


They stayed in that embrace for a long time.
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Summary


The Empire has been driven from Lothal for a few months and the Mid-winter festival fast approaches. The Ghost Crew celebrates and enjoys a Lothalian celebration.


Notes


I hope you enjoy your gift! Have cute fluff in a happier au. For reference Ezra was not on Thrawn's ship when it got yote. Kanan survived the explosion but is still blind.


 Hera had planned to land in an actual port. In fact she'd intended to be the one to land. But Ezra had convinced her to let him pilot, landing far from Capitol City with a smile. So far that they were close to the Northern Pole.


The Ghost landed best other shops of various makes and models. Smiling all the while Ezra scooped up the bag he had packed earlier. "Ready?" He asked. "Where are you talking us?" Sabine, once again asked. "A surprise." The same mischievous grin as he offered his arm.


The ramp lowered and the cold wind hit the family like a shock. Hera shivered, pulling her hood lower and pressing against Kanan, glad that she had gotten a new jacket for her pregnancy. Kanan wrapped his arm around her smiling.


"You'll love this, Sabine promise." And the native Lothalian led them up a path to a large flat Rock. Other families and groups already gathered. From his pack Ezra produced a blanket, which he laid down, a large container of hot chocolate with mugs and a bag of cookies. Around them quiet discussions among others surrounded them, but the Spectre family just enjoyed each other's company as the sky grew darker. Sabine was almost falling asleep, content cuddled up against her partner's side under his arm. "Sabine, look."


Blinking to awareness, Sabine looked up and gasped, across the dark sky danced beautiful lights. Purple, green, blue, silver, and yellow. Twirling and floating high above. Even Kanan was smiling, "They're beautiful in the Force." He murmured. A hush had fallen over the gathered crowd. And Sabine knew why. She had never seen anything so beautiful and eerie.


"In Basic, they're the Great North Ice Lights. They're like this on the darkest night of the year. It's tradition to see them at least once in your life. And part of most Lothalian cultures and religions. It's said that any major event that happens under the lights is blessed. Especially tonight, since it's Life Day's Eve."


It made sense, that Ezra would bring them here then. "Often vows are renewed here. And ceremonies. Which is why I have to say this, I Ezra Bridger of Family Bridger, in the Tradition, adopt you as my Family. Lothal is now your second homeworld and your people. Just as you have opened your home and place to me." The family was quiet before Sabine leaned up and kissed him.


Hera, somehow, managed to pull them all into a hug, laughing. "I'm happy to be your family." "Love you, kid," added Kanan. Zeb just ruffled Ezra's hair. Surprisingly Chopper leaned against Ezra in the droid's certain of a hug.


Sabine just held his hand tightly and murmured, "This is an amazing gift." As they settled down pressed together to watch the Lights.
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Summary


Sabine notices a few of them on Ezra after their trip to Concord Dawn.


Notes


Just a little plot bunny that popped into my head after the episode. Sabine would have totally wasted Saxon if she'd caught him throwing Ezra around like he did, I have no doubt. So here she is getting to see the aftermath.


Sabezra hints because I'm me and hell yes Geek Boy/Stoic Girl ships gimme more, but you can totally read it as platonic too.


It was a day after they'd brought Fen Rau back to the Rebellion when Sabine noticed Ezra's face was becoming unusually... colorful.


Sitting across from him in the Ghost's living area, Sabine frowned at the purpling bruise.


"Where did you get that?" she asked.


Lost in thought, nursing his mug of caf, Ezra started to attention.


"Huh?"


Sabine tapped the side of her face to indicate. Mimicking her motion, Ezra raised a hand to his injured cheek—wincing when his fingers brushed the bruise, Sabine couldn't fail to notice.


"Oh, that." Ezra dropped his arm with a shrug. "Must've happened back on Concord Dawn."


Sabine frowned, replaying the events of yesterday over in her head and wondering when exactly he could have acquired it. He'd landed pretty hard on the mesa when Saxon had shot them down, but then she'd been right beside him and her face had yet to take on those new and interesting painful fleshtones. Her helmet could have cushioned some of it, she reasoned. But Ezra's bruise looked like more than a simple impact mark. It had a distinct pattern. Metallic-looking.


Like the floors inside the Protector camp's huts.


Sabine stiffened. "Saxon?" she guessed. An image of the man appeared in her head and she found her fingers clenching. Did he do that to you? she fumed.


"Yeah, he roughed me up a little bit," Ezra said, smiling faintly. He didn't seem too shaken up by the fact.


More than a little bit, Sabine growled inside her head, now noticing other marks on him—a small cut on the side of his lip, raw rings on his wrists, fingerprints on his neck.


She bit her lip a moment. "Hold on," she declared, popping up from the table. "I'll get something for it."


"No that's okay—" he tried to protest, watching her cross over to the kitchen and fetch something back. "It's really not a big—"


Sabine sat inches from him, already dipping her fingers in the little pot of face cream and reaching them out to him.


"—deal," Ezra finished in defeat, holding still as she dabbed the peach-colored cream on his cheek.


She smiled, spreading the concealer across his bruise. She couldn't do anything to help it heal, but at least this would hide it for a while until it did on its own. "C'mon Ez," she teased. "You don't really want to walk about with a big purple blotch on your face do you?"


"Lucky you caught it before Hera noticed," Ezra muttered, slouching in the booth. "She'd never let me hear the end of it." He glanced up at her pointedly. "Not that you're much better."


"Shouldn't you be used to this crew fussing over you by now?" Sabine joked. She fell quiet a moment and focused on her work, her smile fading. Another dab of facepaint was put to Ezra's temple and carefully—almost gently—spread around.


Ezra didn't reply, his face just barely pinching as Sabine's fingers brushed over his sensitive skin.


Sabine lightened the pressure she was using accordingly, her touch feather-soft now. "You didn't have to get yourself captured you know," she told him softly.


"Yeah I did," he dismissed. "Well, I mean..." he corrected quickly, "...I wasn't planning on getting captured, just drawing Saxon and his goons away from you." He shrugged again. "No point in them confusing you for a Protector and killing you too, right?"


Sabine's face turned aside, her cheeks coloring faintly. The words made something in her heart warm a bit.


"He could have killed you," she pointed out, her voice maybe a little too harsh, her eyes a little too hard as she turned back to him. The brief flash of worried anger at him subsided, and she dropped her gaze. Guilt sludged around in the base of her chest, gnawing at her ribcage. "I should've rushed in to get you right away."


"Sabine, all he did was kick me around a little," Ezra said, slightly exasperated. "I've had worse beatings back on the streets of Lothal."


Her mouth twisted wryly. "Yeah, but now he knows you're a Jedi." Finishing up, she put the pot down on the table to free up her hands. "And that can't be good."


Ezra grinned cheekily. "What's another bounty on my head?"


Sabine's mouth puckered. She half wanted to chastise him for being so flippant about it, but then she had no room to talk. The list of contracts on her own head was probably just as long.


Ezra was unusually quiet a moment, his grin gone, tracing scratches on the table with his fingertips.


"Thanks for coming back for me," he said soberly, eyes down.


Something in her riled. Of course I did! she almost snapped. Did you expect I wouldn't?! But she bit her lip, remembering Ezra's issues with abandonment. After all this time he still had trouble believing they wouldn't just leave him behind. Oh Ezra... she sighed to herself.


She had a sudden crazy urge to just wrap him up in her arms and pet his hair reassuringly, but she resisted it in favor of commenting lightly, "Rau wanted to leave you behind."


"He did, huh?" Ezra said.


"Yeah." She grinned. "But I wouldn't let him."


"I'm glad," he told her. "I think that's what convinced him to join us."


"Always good to have more friends," Sabine quipped, leaning back to look at her makeup work.


The concealer was just a little bit lighter than Ezra's skintone but she'd blended it well enough so that you couldn't tell unless you squinted closely. She mulled over the bruises on his neck a moment before deciding they were faint enough not to bother.


She still felt an angry prickling inside her heart looking at them.


Next time I see Saxon, she decided, I'm shooting him in the face.


No one hurt Ezra on her watch.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!


















Find Their Way Home
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/21535501.


Rating:
Teen And Up Audiences
Archive Warning:
No Archive Warnings Apply
Fandom:
Star Wars: Rebels, Star Wars - All Media Types
Relationship:
Ezra Bridger/Sabine Wren
Character:
Ezra Bridger, Sabine Wren
Additional Tags:
Emotional Hurt/Comfort, Friendship
Language:
English
Stats:
Published: 2019-11-23 Words: 1,011 Chapters: 1/1
Find Their Way Home
by queen_reinne
Summary


Sabine breaks down after destroying the Duchess. Ezra is there to comfort her. Mostly comfort but a dash of potential romantic feelings. Take it as you will.


Notes


While re-watching the entire Rebels series on Disney+ (I've rewatched season four twice now), I didn't like that we were left with little emotional grief for Sabine post-the Duchess. Obviously, there's limited time on a tv show. So I wrote a brief look into Sabine's grief and Ezra, who is her best friend by now, comforting her.


I may expand this or write other versions, let me know if you're interested in seeing more!


You told us you destroyed it…


Get out of there, now! Mother? Tristan?


What happened here? Where are the survivors of this battle, the wounded, the victors? I see only the defeated.


This is all my fault.


You're a Mandalorian! Why would you create such an abomination?


Not the Empire. Me.


Sabine, you can't blame yourself for this.


Because of me, Mandalorians are going to die. My mother and brother are dead.


Sabine Wren! We know you built that weapon. You betrayed us all! You're a traitor to Mandalore!


It was a challenge, and I was arrogant.


This is the weapon of a coward.


The voices stormed relentlessly through Sabine's head, along with visions of the dead. There had been no time to bury anyone, there was nothing to bury. Sabine lay on her bunk with tears silently streaming down her face, numbly letting the images and voice rush through her mind. Punishment for her crime.


After she had left the Academy and been banished by her family, she had the righteous anger of youth to keep her feelings at bay. She could direct her anger at the Empire for manipulating and feeding a young girl's pride to create a weapon to destroy and enslave her own people. Then there was survival. While she was picking up random jobs with Ketsu, they were barely surviving. There was no time for feelings.


In the years since, having a family that listened to her and encouraged her to use her strengths to fight the Empire had led her to feel safe. Her mistake was in the past and ultimately, the weapon was destroyed. She felt like she had moved on.


But back on Mandalore, hearing the sound of the Duchess firing up and killing her clansmen, her actual family…


A sob tore through her throat. Sabine futilely covered her mouth with her hand, trying to keep the sounds of her grief at bay. Turning over, she curled up into the fetal position, biting her knuckles as sobs began to once again rip through her body uncontrollably. In her grief, she missed the swoosh of her door but felt the warm hand on her shoulder. She heard a sigh as someone's forehead came down to rest against the back of her neck, someone trying to lift her burden with their presence. Ezra. She barely managed to acknowledge him in her mind, but his scent was recognizable to her anywhere. What was once a street kid's unwashed teenager smell had turned into something much more comforting. Gun oil, leather, remnants of the fake "fresh breeze" scent of the cheap soap they all used in the head, something else indefinable that was simply Ezra. It was both comforting and provocative in a way she wasn't ready to face. She didn't know when, but at some point he had become less of an annoying "kid" and more of a comfort, her best friend.


Sabine wanted to turn over and pull him closer or have him climb up and hold her but she didn't have the physical or mental energy to move. So she allowed the feelings of grief to keep pouring over her and let him continue to try to comfort her. Slowly, after maybe just minutes or perhaps hours, a sense of calm began to wash over her. She started to become aware of her surroundings again; her stomach cramping a bit from the mixture of heavy grief and hunger. Her head felt heavy from all of the tears she'd cried, yet somehow her thoughts were lighter. She tried to grasp at the images and voices again, the sense of utter shame and devastation that had racked her mind earlier, but every time she'd barely grasped them they seemed to swiftly slip away.


Slowly, almost painfully, she began to turn around, hiccupping and sniffing as the last of her tears began to ebb. Ezra moved his hand to her other shoulder to steady her and started wiping away the tears and snot from her face with a clean paint cloth from her paint table.


"Hey," he whispered closely, looking gently at her while he helped her sit up, "how ya doing?"


Sabine sniffed, looking down at her hands that rested in her lap. She felt more tears begin to well up and she shook her head and turned away as if to get rid of them and hide her feelings. Covering her face with one hand, she felt another sob rise back up in her chest as some of her painful thoughts began to slip back into her mind.


Why would you create such an abomination? This is the weapon of a coward. You're a traitor to Mandalore!


"Hey, shh…" Ezra whispered. He shifted her over and moved to climb up next to her, Sabine vaguely registering how strong he had become to move her over when she sat above him. He turned to face her and leaned back against the bulkhead, pulling her close to him. Rocking her slowly, he continued to rub her back and whisper comfortingly to her. Once again, more quickly this time, Sabine began to feel calm. She turned to face Ezra, the one who had now seen the absolute worst of her and yet still cared enough to come in and comfort her.


Ezra looked at her with no judgment or pity, only worry. He pulled her into his chest and stroked her hair. "You're ok, Sabine," he whispered in a low voice. She felt the rumbling in his chest and he continued to talk, finding comfort in the sound of his voice and beating heart, in his arms wrapped strongly around her.


"I know. I know. You're ok now. It's ok," Ezra murmured, "it's over now." Sabine nodded into his chest, holding tightly onto his shirt. She felt herself to drift to sleep as the drowsiness from her tears began to overwhelm her and Ezra's presence continued to comfort her.


"I'm here, Sabine. You're my best friend and I'm here," she heard him whisper as her consciousness drifted away.
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Summary


Kanan takes Ezra to Dagobah to look for a glimmer of hope, and Ezra learns a valuable lesson in the process.


“So why are we here?” Ezra asked. He ran his hand through his freshly cut hair. It hadn’t been long since the fall of Chopper base, and everyone was still upset about it. Kanan had decided to take Ezra to this planet for no real discernible reason, saying that it would be necessary for training, but he had never actually explained why.


“You still have a lot to learn about the Dark Side. This is Dagobah,” Kanan said. He had his blast visor off, and his milky grey eyes seemed to be scanning the distance, but in truth, he was seeing everything through the Force. The Phantom’s boarding ramp slid back into place and the doors sealed with a hiss.


Ezra looked around. It was a swamp. What could he possibly learn in a damn swamp? He looked down at his boots, upset that the mud was so deep. He was gonna have to clean his boots now, too.


“Kanan, I really don’t understand what I have left to learn. Maul is dead. I felt that. Kenobi did it. Not only that, if there is a living Jedi master, don’t you still want to get rid of me?”
The words cut deep, and Kanan felt shame. At first, he couldn’t get over the fact that he was still a Padawan himself, and yes, he did hope that Luminara could train Ezra, but in his frustration, he blurted that out. It was one of the bigger shames in his life. Ezra didn’t deserve it, and he knew in part that this was how Maul happened.


“I’ve grown since then, Ezra, and so have you. I also know that whatever Master Kenobi is doing, it’s of dire importance to the galaxy, so no; I don’t think you need to be under his tutelage, and honestly, Kenobi still holds to the old ways. Those ways are no longer effective. You need a teacher that can change with the times, and again, I’m sorry. I should have never taken that frustration out on you.”


Ezra was silent, listening to the chirping of the bugs, and somewhere far off, there was a horrid croaking. Something was lunch for something else. He shivered and caught up to Kanan.


“So what are you hoping to find here?”


“The reason we fight. You understand Lothal, but there is more to it than that. This place-” He put his hand out, “It’s a beacon of the Dark Side. There are a few planets aligned with the Force, and this one is where the Dark Side is strongest. Yet, somewhere here, I feel a glimmer of hope. Can you sense it?” Kanan stopped, turning to Ezra.


“I can’t sense di—“ he began, but the look on Kanan’s face cut him off.


“Don’t parrot Zeb. Do what we came here before. Sit and concentrate.”


Ezra looked down. Absolutely no he would not sit in this muck.


“Kanan, the ground is filthy.”


“What, you got a hot date later? I didn’t realize Sabine came with us. She’s real good at being quiet,” he said. Ezra frowned, but did what Kanan said anyway, sitting with a loud plop. Mud splattered. He hated swamps. Lothal had swamps. He didn’t like those either. The cold seeped into his jumper, and it was distracting.


“Be careful Ezra. This place is insidious. It will try to warp your thoughts. You’re about to touch that in the worst kind of way. Just focus, and look for the light.”


Ezra folded his legs under him and closed his eyes, trying to sharpen his senses, and block out distractions. First, it was the cold and wet, then the bugs. It wasn’t like he couldn’t hear them. No, it was more like instead of one cacophonous sound, he could piece together each individual bug, knew where they were, how to locate them, what type they were, and what exact sound they were making. At first, he thought this was a dead planet and there was nothing here, but now, he realized how wrong he was. It may have been dark, and there were no sentients, but this place teemed with life. It was everywhere, even under his feet. The planet pulsed and hummed, and he started to notice the Force Kanan spoke of. It wasn’t bright and crisp, like Kanan. Kanan smelled like a bright crackling fire, roasted chestnuts maybe. It was a warm and homey scent and it always made Ezra feel better, and yes, he could smell him now, but the other thing wasn’t as pleasant. It was slick and clinging, like oil, and it reminded him of Spice withdrawal. It was disgusting to feel, and the smell was rot and decay, almost like rotting meat. It was almost overpowering, and Ezra had to try real hard, because even now, it was trying to seep in, to rub something, anything, off on him. It was insidious indeed.


But there, somewhere through the smell of meat, he smelled something else. It was like jasmine and ylang ylang. It was very subtle, almost indistinguishable, and it lasted for the briefest of moments, but he smelled it. That couldn’t be bad. Nothing smelled like that that was bad. Then something else. This was the smell of dead roses, still having some of the sweetness, but it was still a little bitter. What was that? He tried to smell harder, trying to find out what the mystery scent was, then it was like something entered him. It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling. Quite the opposite. He felt powerful. He had the willpower to do whatever he wanted, and he heard a soft voice on the wind.


“Come find me, and I can make you strong.” It said. Soft and feminine, but powerful. Then the feeling faded as quickly as it came on. He snapped his eyes open, looking at Kanan. Kanan’s head had turned in a direction, and his hand was gripping his lightsaber, but he hadn’t pulled it off his belt yet. Could he have heard it too?


“Kanan,” he asked, almost shaken. There was something ungodly powerful here, and it had spoken to him. It was almost like The Bindu, older than time, and more powerful than it had any right being.


“Are you alright?” Kanan asked. He took his hand off his saber.


“What is this place?” He asked.


“Now you’re starting to understand. Experience is a great learner.” He offered Ezra his hand.


“I want to go home, back to The Ghost. Don’t make me stay here.”


“We’re here together, Ezra. We can handle whatever comes, as long as we stay together.”


Ezra took his hand and Kanan hauled him to his feet, and they started walking again, but Ezra didn’t feel as bored, or as grossed out anymore. He was scared. He didn’t like running into things that he didn’t understand, and this was one of them. They went under logs, over downed trees, and across swamps. He didn’t know what Kanan was looking for, but after two hours, he finally felt okay to speak again.


“Kanan, I don’t know what you think is here, but I’m not okay with finding it.”


“We have to find it, Ezra. Chopper base has been destroyed, and right now, the Rebellion is fighting a losing battle. We need all the help we can get if we’re gonna keep fighting this battle.”


“There can’t be anything good here. The whole planet wants us off of it. I don’t know what has made you so intrepid, but I don’t like it.”


Kanan stopped and looked at him. “I’m fine. I have my guard up. Don’t give in to fear. Fear leads to anger, anger leads to hate, and hate, leads to suffering.”


“Fear is a basic survival trait that has persisted since man first learned to walk upright. When you are afraid, it’s your brain telling you to get out of dodge.”


He sighed. “I’m not here to debate biology with you.”


“It’s not a debate! It’s basic science and evolution!” Ezra yelled, and a few of the bugs flew away. There was another croak in the distance.


“Keep yelling, and something is gonna come eat us. Then we’ll both be afraid,” he said, trying to take a moral high ground.


“Your toxic masculinity is gonna get us both killed. I’m going back to The Phantom. Screw this,” Ezra spat and started trekking back the way they came.


“Ezra, don’t storm off. Not here.”


Ezra didn’t listen, marching back through the swamp. It was muggy, humid, and he was determined to never set foot in another swamp if he could avoid it. Kanan didn’t come after him, which was a little surprising. He was certain that Kanan would want to make sure he was safe, but Kanan also had a bug about something, and Ezra didn’t want to be a part of it. The surroundings started to look less and less familiar. He had been trying to follow their tracks, but it was dark, and he must have gotten turned around at the first swamp. Wait, did he? Where was he? Okay, he was panicking now. He tried to talk into his wrist communicator.


“Kanan, I think I’m lost,” he said, but the reply was just static and dead air. Nothing. Was he out of communicator range? Where was he? He glanced around and, wait, was that a person in the distance? It was between a few trees, and it looked like a person definitely, but it stepped behind a tree and was gone. He started walking that way, getting to the tree, but there was no one there. Damn this fog. He was seeing things. Or was he? There it was again. They were walking ahead and disappeared behind another tree.


“Wait!” He ran towards the tree, and again, there was no one there, but he saw them again, in the distance, darting into a bush. He followed the figure on this chase and every time he got to where he saw them, they disappeared behind something and obscured the line of sight, and then they were gone. He was definitely lost now, and this person was the only chance he had to get out of the swamp. Then he saw them, out in the fog and standing still. Their head was down. He ran forward and when he got a little closer, skidded to a halt. Was that a storm trooper? He pulled out his lightsaber, the new one he had just crafted, and was about to turn it on, when the storm trooper turned to him, and it was the most terrifying thing he had seen yet.


It was a storm trooper at one time, definitely, but not anymore. The laminate was pocked and scarred, and it had no helmet. Instead, he could see its face. It almost looked like an old clone? It reminded him of Rex, definitely. Its skin was ashy grey though, and what little hair it had was caked with mud.


“Uhh.” Ezra said, and its head lolled up in his direction. It then opened its mouth, and let out the most disturbing scream he could think of, rushing towards him. The scream was echoed around the forest. How many of them were there? He braced for impact, and the thing hit him like a wrecking ball. He had to brace his arm between it and his face, and it snapped its jaws at him and started clawing at his jumpsuit. And it was strong. It was so strong. He panicked at first, but managed to get his saber positioned into its gut and switched it on. The green blade pierced the old clone, and it sagged, no longer snapping at him. He pushed it off of him, and noticed more of them coming. They weren’t the shambling hordes of the old holo-vids. These things were running and shrieking, and he had the most primal fear he had ever experienced. These were dead people. These were dead clones, reanimated. This kind of thing, it was unholy and wrong.


He screamed, and they rushed him, and he started running, hacking with his saber any time one of them got close. They were everywhere, bounding over downed trees and coming straight out of the swamps. There were so many, and tears streamed down Ezra’s face as he ran. It was the Lothal temple all over again. He was scared and alone and he was certain that he would finally die, and then he’d be one of them, shambling and dead through the forest. One of them was charging at him on all fours and leaped, and he arced the saber, slicing it in half vertically as he ran. There was no blood, and he heard it thump to the ground behind him, and another one trip. Then he saw it in the distance. There was a house? No. It was a temple. It reminded him of the Big House on Dathomir that Maul had taken him to. He ran as fast as his legs would go, and the slobbering braying hordes were behind him. He didn’t dare look back. He didn’t want to see them. They were clones, some in armor, some in Officer apparel from the Old Republic days. What had he found?


He got to the temple and turned, hauling a door closed. He saw just how many there were. There had to have been hundreds chasing him. The door swung surprisingly easily, and it closed with a loud boom, followed by the sound of bodies slamming into it. He glanced around, making sure there were no windows.


“What the actual f—“ He began, but then he looked around, and his swear died in his throat. Where was he? He was in a large room. It was huge, like a meeting hall. There was a sweeping grand staircase in front of him that branched off into opposite directions, and in the middle of the branch was a large stained glass window, which was surprisingly intact. Emblazoned upon it were four figures. A man, dressed in gray, a woman, dressed in blues and greens, and another man, dressed in blacks and reds. Separated from them as if in the distance was another woman. She was dressed in purple and orange. The clashing colors were awful. Other than that, there were a few chairs about, and two branching sections just like the stairs. It looked like rooms were off of them. The centerpiece of the room was a huge chandelier. It looked to be made of some off white material, and it lit the room with a soft light. There were candles in it. It wasn’t electrical. There were also some large tapestries on the wall, with writings on them in a language he didn’t recognize, but it almost looked like Aurebesh. The tapestries were made of black and red silk, and they were all gorgeous, depicting people and events. The people were usually red or in one case black, with what looked like tentacles on their chins and above their eyes. He had seen these people before in murals on Malachor. Were these Sith?


The thumping on the door stopped suddenly, and he was reminded that he was being chased by undead. How could he have forgotten? There was a small window and he looked out. They just shambled off into the fog as quickly as they came, seeming to give up on Ezra. He breathed a sigh of relief. That was too close. If he saw Kanan again, he was getting an earful. He needed to do something. To eat something. He was a stress eater. He reached into his knee compartment and pulled out a ration stick, sinking down to the ground and eating it slowly, trying to regain his breath and process what he had actually seen.


Those were dead people. He was certain. They all had the same face too. He was certain of that. Were those clones? They looked like storm troopers, but when he really sat and thought about it, it wasn’t right. The ones that had helmets didn’t have storm trooper helmets. They looked like a mix of modern storm trooper helmets and Mandalorian helmets. The armor was also modeled differently, though only slightly. Then it hit him. They looked like Rex, Wolfe, and Gregor had if they had been a little younger. Those were clones. Those were fucking clones, and they were wearing old Republic military armor. Why were they here, and why were they walking around?


He finished his ration stick then reached for another. He had to be careful about eating them all. He was a bottomless pit when he was stressed. Did someone live here? The chandelier was lit. That was unnerving. They had to have heard him. Would they come see him, sitting here, dirty and terrified and eating rations? It wouldn’t be the first time he had been discovered like that, and he was reminded of the rolling plains and mountains of Lothal. He missed it so much. Would he ever see it again? He waited for about five minutes, but no one came out. He stood and dusted himself off, and his stomach growled again. Was there food here? He decided to find out, going first down the hallway to the left. He didn’t find much. There was a room with some high quality medical equipment. It was modern too. Where had that come from? The other room looked like an old storage room. There were deteriorated and rusted boxes around the place, and there was an old blaster. He picked it up and tried to read the serial number, but it was too faded to read. It was also a really old blaster. He didn’t even recognize the design and only knew it was a blaster because of its general shape. He also doubted that with all the rust he could even pull the trigger, nor did he think it was a good idea. The thing was liable to explode if there was any juice in the energy pack.


He went back and went into the other hallway. Bingo. The first room was a kitchen. It looked pretty well stocked too. There was definitely someone that lived here. Did they know about the undead? His guess was that whoever lived here was eaten not too long ago. No harm in rooting around in the dead person’s kitchen right? It’d all rot otherwise. There were a lot of tubers and roots. That was probably all that really grew in the soil out here, except for the large amounts of rice, and a few bags of sugarcane. Those plants loved this kind of environment. He took a piece of the sugarcane, which had all been cut into bite sized pieces, and popped it into his mouth, chewing on it like a barn animal would on grass. It was sweet, and he loved it, but he needed to eat more than sugars if he was gonna face those creatures again. There was an icebox here too, and he opened it, rooting around. There was a lot of unknown meat in here, but it was raw. He was gonna have to cook it. Maybe after he finished exploring? There was a stove, pots, pans; it was an entirely functional kitchen.


“What are you doing in my house?” Purred a voice behind him. It was a voice he had heard before. He panicked and turned with a nervous smile. He knew there was a mug shot of him floating around with that exact look on his face. What he saw was not what he expected. What he expected was an older person, probably dirty and muddy, smelled bad, and dressed in rags.


What he saw was a glamorous woman probably between twenty and forty, very clean, not a spec of mud on her, dressed in a beautiful red gown, and she smelled delightful. He was immediately impressed. Her blonde hair was pulled up in the back, and she had black eyeshadow with wings. There was a beauty mark on her cheekbone, and she had alabaster skin. She could have been a pin-up.


“I uh… I didn’t know anyone was here?” He tried.


“Well, I’m here, and you’re in my kitchen. The house clearly isn’t deserted. The candles are lit.” She flowed down the steps into the kitchen and was within arm’s reach. She reached out a gloved hand and ran it across his chin. “You have a jawline for days.”


“Uh… Thanks? Do you know about the dead guys outside?”


“And you ask the dumbest questions. You poor thing, you’re so dirty. Are you hungry? I can run you a bath and cook you food if you’d like?”


What? What in the burning suns of Tatooine was this? Honestly a hot bath sounded amazing.


“Uhh… Ezra?” He said. He didn’t really know what to say.


“Ezra. That’s a nice name. I’m The Countess. Nice to meet you.”


He sniffed her experimentally. Not in a creepy way. He smelled her Force. It was the dead roses. He smelled the dead roses. He immediately went on high alert. That’s why he recognized the voice.


“I… I heard you! When I first got here!”


“So you did, young man. I didn’t think you could make it, but you found your way. Let me run you a bath. You’re tracking mud through the house. Follow me.” She said and floated out of the kitchen. He wondered if she was even walking. He followed her, almost entranced, and she went through a bedroom to a very large bathroom. It had a claw foot tub, a large mirror, and there were various other things in here. A counter with makeup spread on it, a rack with various pieces of jewelry, all of which looked very expensive to his criminal eye, and a walk-in closet. She got on her knees in front of the tub and turned it on, and he noted that she was wearing very fine red stilettos. Were those Louboutin? She then went into the closet and came out with a silver tray with soap, shampoo, conditioner, and lotion on it.


“I’ll let the bath run and go cook you some dinner. The towels are there. I’ll also find you some clothes. I’m sure my son has something that will fit you. You’re about the same size.”


“You… You’re son?”


She stood and smiled, running her hand across his jaw again. “Your stutter is cute. Get a bath. I’ll leave you clothes outside the door,” she said and floated out, closing the door gently behind her. This was weird. This was really weird. Who was she? Why did she speak to him? He debated jumping out the window, but when he glanced out, he saw some of the dead clones shambling around. That wasn’t an option. He’d play for now. A hot bath might be nice? He stripped out of his jumpsuit and noted the various bruises across his body, and a few cuts on his legs, thighs, and torso. He had been sprinting through wilderness, and he was pretty sure that some of these plants had thorns. He sank into the hot water, noting that the bathtub was big enough for him to fit into and for the water to cover him completely. He let the scalding water fill the tub and turned it off.
Where was Kanan? That was the first thought in his head. What if he was hurt? No, He would have felt that. They had a bond that had grown pretty strong in The Force. He’d know, but he did half wonder what he was up to. Had he made it back to The Phantom and found it empty? Was he out looking for Ezra right now? That worried him. He had no doubt that Kanan could carve through the corpses outside, but he didn’t want to risk it. He reached for his wrist communicator over the edge of the tub and pressed the button.


“Kanan? Can you hear me?”


Nothing but static. That worried him. He tried to relax, slowly letting the water cover him, and he put his head in too. If she was gonna drown him, she probably would have tried already. It felt fantastic. There was nothing like a hot bath when morale was low. He used the soap and shampoo on the tray beside him, noting that they were decidedly masculine. Dark amber. It was a good smell. He applied liberally, getting the muck and the sweat off. It stung a little, getting into his cuts. When the sweat was wiped away, he realized that it wasn’t as humid and muggy in here. It was actually temperate, except for the rising body temperature that comes when you immerse yourself in scalding water. He then got out, finding the towels that she had told him about. They were from Krayt and Barrel. Damn, this lady lived large. Why did she live here? She looks like she belonged on the arm of a senator or high ranking Imperial. She belonged on a throne, really.


He cracked the door and sure enough, she had found some clothes for him. Rather, it was a robe. Not really clothing. He put it on, and found a pair of matching gloves, boots, and boot socks. He shrugged and put those on too, noting a disturbing lack of underwear. Should he go without? Did he have a choice? He decided that he didn’t, and walked back to the kitchen, were the countess was hard at work making… something? It smelled divine, whatever it was.


“See, don’t you feel better?” She asked, not even turning to him.


“I uh… I came here with someone,” he said.


“The Jedi? He’s fine. He can’t find this place. You could because you’re special. You’re not too light. If you’re too light, you don’t find anything but more trees and swamps.”
“But what about the dead clones?”


“A security system and a project of my son’s. He has to practice his arts somewhere. My only rules were that they don’t come in the house. Dirty filthy creatures.”
“Your son raised corpses from the dead?”


“You can’t really be as daft as you appear to be. There are a lot of things that one can do when the Force is used as an application. My daughter likes to devote her time to magicks, summoning fire and what not, but my son likes to create. They are like polar opposites. The destructive and the creative. I love them dearly.”


“But they aren’t here.”


She stopped for a moment. “No. No they aren’t. It is the desire of children to rebel against their parents, and these were no different. I let them go. They are off in the galaxy, learning what it’s like outside of home. I know that when they have had their fill, they will come home, sated. I was much like them once. Sit.” She gestured to a table, and Ezra sat. Before long, there was a plate in front of him. Grilled Krayt, mashed potatoes, and green beans. It looked delicious. She sat across from him with a smile.
“I won’t make you stay, so don’t worry about that. Not all of us are monsters. But I did speak to you before, and I figure that it should be discussed. I offered you power and strength. The will to do the things that you desire, like liberate Lothal.”


“How did you know I’m from Lothal?” He asked, cutting into the steak.


“The Loth hawk on the back of your jumper.”


“Oh. Yeah, I guess that would do it.” He ate a piece of steak. It was delicious. “So, you’re offering me the Dark Side, I take it? I’ve heard this spiel before.”


“No. You haven’t. You’ve heard it from mad men who stop in the middle of the code. You can’t stop in the middle. All men typically stop in the middle.”


“Code?”


“Peace is a lie. There is passion. Through passion, I gain strength. Through strength, power. Through power, victory. Through victory, I break my chains, and with my free hands, I break the chains of others.”


“That doesn’t sound like any Dark Sider I know.”


“No, because as I said, they stop in the middle. They stop at power. It’s easy to do. Power is liberating and freeing. You have to carry it all the way through, and the last part, which is the most important. With your free hands, you break the chains of others. If you don’t, then you’re just selfish. The Sith were not selfish people, and Bane corrupted their image.”


“Who is Bane?”


“Not a man I speak of fondly and we will leave it at that. I don’t have to give you anything. You don’t have to sign some kind of pact or contract. This isn’t chosen one skullduggery. You simply follow that code. If you do that, you can repay me for the meal and the clothes.”


Ezra thought about it and it made sense. He also finished the plate, even eating the vegetables.


“I appreciate all this, but I need to find my master.”


Her face fell for a moment, but only a moment. “Of course you do, Ezra. When you leave here, just walk in a straight line and you’ll make it back to your ship.”


“What about the corpses?”


“As I said, they’re a security system. I wasn’t expecting guests. I can assure you that they won’t harm you. Think of it like disarming the alarm.”


He stood, and she showed him out, opening the door.


“I’ll be watching you, Ezra. Follow the code, and all will be well, and you will achieve victory and break your chains.”


He left, taking an experimental step outside. One of the corpses looked at him, then shambled past him. When he turned back, the temple was gone. Her, the temple, all of it. All that was there was a bag with his clothes poking out of them. He shrugged and grabbed it, then walked in a straight line, just like she had said. It only took him thirty minutes to get back to the Phantom, and he didn’t have to walk through a single swamp. Kanan was sitting on the ramp, swearing at his communicator.


“Kanan?” He said, and Kanan about jumped out of his skin. He definitely jumped backwards, reaching for his saber as he did, then calmed.


“Ezra? Where have you been?”


“I’m fine, and I learned what I needed to. Are we ready to go?”


Kanan smiled. “Sure. What did you learn from this journey?” He asked, going on board and starting up the Phantom.


“To break my chains, and with my free hands, I should break the chains of others.”
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Summary


Mando`ade only love once and for Sabine the time has come to chase down the one she loves


Notes


I was reading some rebels fictions and as some of you may have realised my tendency towards what i write is usually related to what i feel like reading. plus i have read most of the Star Wars EU, so this is something I'm long-familiar with
also this was literally written in like an hour so while i appreciate feedback/ thoughts etc, keep that in mind


Echoy'la (mourning)
Sabine was no stranger to pain, she was Mando’ade, after all, she was raised to fight since before she could walk, her first steps had been in Beskar, and her entire clan had seen to it that she was prepared for the realities of war. But there were moments that hurt her more than the rest; where her lack of foresight led to the creation of the Duchess; where she had been forced to abandon her world and her people to the empire; where her own mother had declared her Dar’Manda. But the moments that hurt her most, were the ones in which she had lost someone she loved, her father, her brother, Kanaan, Ezra…


These losses weighed heavier on her than anything else, one loss in particular even more so. that was why every morning since that fateful day above Lothal she had risen from her bed and started by reciting “Ni su'cuyi, (I'm still alive) gar kyr'adyc, (but you are dead) ni partayli, (I remember you) gar darasuum (so you are eternal) Alrich, Tristan, Kanaan, Ezra…”


Every day she does this, and every day her voice stumbles and falls short as she finishes the list of her most treasured dead. She still remembers that day like it was yesterday even though three years have passed, the look Ezra had in his eyes, the way he had seemed resigned to his fate, so much like Kanaan., she should have known then that something was wrong, that Ezra had seen his own death, but she had been too absorbed, too absorbed in the fight, too absorbed in the mission, too absorbed in hiding her own feelings, and now, now it was too late.


They say a mando’ade only loves once, their heart tied to the battlefield until one day they find the one meant to stand beside them. For Sabine, that day had come and gone many moons past, when the Loth-rat they had stolen the blasters from her that day turned into the Jedi they stole her heart. It kills her every moment of every day that she never had the courage to tell him, never had the strength to confess the truth. It was only after he was gone that she managed to confess the truth, even to herself, as she had stood there on the bridge of the ghost her heart ripped asunder by loss as she realised that the man she loved was now lost, and he wasn’t coming back.


Over the years many had tried to help her move on, but she had refused, Hera, Zeb, Chopper, even Kallus had attempted to help her move past the events of that day, spurred on by the obvious torment that her memories caused her, but none of them understood the truth. The truth, the truth was that this was something Sabine would carry with her always, honour and her heart demanded such. Strangely enough, the only one who had understood had been her mother, on the rare case that she travelled back to Krownest to visit her ancestral home. She was the only one who understood why Sabine was so unwilling to let go of her pain, for she likewise bears the scars of the past.


 


Clearing the tears from her eyes that had been building once, more Sabine rises from her remembrance and makes her way to the balcony overlooking the capital when suddenly she sees a familiar ship.


 


Ahsoka sighs heavily as she lands her ship outside the communications tower, and makes her way down the gangplank. The years have been long and arduous, first building the rebellion, next fighting a seemingly endless war against the might of the empire, and finally destroying the second Death Star. At last, she had found a chance to rest, but with the death of The Emperor, it was like a veil of darkness had been lifted from the galaxy. Then suddenly, instead of where she’d expected to find herself, she instead finds herself back on Lothal under guidance from Master Kenobi.


Straightening her cloak a little and making sure her sabres are secure Ahsoka makes her way towards the tower where she is greeted by the once familiar sight of a brightly coloured Mandalorian advancing toward her. It has been three years since she had returned to Lothal, and what she sees now only convinces her the necessity of Master Kenobi’s plan. The once vibrant woman before her stands as a mere ghost of what she once was. Not in form, no, her armour is impeccable and not a splotch of paint is out of place. No, this is a matter of the soul, an emptiness that was slowly draining the once vibrant woman as is ground her beneath its heel day after day.


So distracted by the change is she that she barely hears the question when Sabine asks “Ahsoka? What’s going on? Why are you here?”


Ahsoka quickly gatherers herself, and in a calm, steady tone she says “Ezra is alive, you and I are going to go find him.”


Dar’tome (Separated)
Ahsoka had been prepared for many things when she had told Sabine that Ezra was alive. Obj-wan had cautioned her that this revelation would not be easy for the Mandalorian to hear, especially after so long thinking Ezra dead. So Ahsoka had prepared for everything, she had prepared to be called a liar, she had prepared to be attacked, she had even prepared for the Mando’ade to feint. But in typical Mandolorian fashion Sabine had defied all of those expectations and instead she had stood motionless as tears fell from beneath her helmet before asking, begging, her to tell her this wasn’t another dream.


 


When Ashoka had indeed convinced her that this was not a dream. When she explained how it was only now, without the shroud of darkness that had formerly hung over the galaxy dampening his powers that Master Kenobi had been able to detect Ezra. Sabine finally did something that Ahsoka had predicted, running back inside to grab together everything she would need as fast as she could before racing back and into Ahsoka’s shuttle demanding the Togruta stop standing around and instead use her powers to drag the pallets of supplies into the cargo hold so they could get underway.


 


Mere hours later they were racing through hyperspace away from Lothal and towards the unknown regions. Unlike years earlier, when they had first tried to go after Ezra however this time they were not relying solely on the last captured trajectory of the Purgill pod that had saved them years prior. Instead, this time there was something else guiding them, the force. The force was guiding them as they travelled through hyperspace as Ahsoka made repeated jumps of only a few hours. Allowing the Force to inform her as she was approaching an anomaly, like a gravity well; as she focused on the trailing tendrils of energy that were slowly but surely growing stronger emanating from Sabine.


Despite this, however, their travel was not quick. They had to routinely stop and drop from hyperspace to allow Ahsoka the chance to meditate and recover her strength; as the sensors took in whatever data they could in case for whatever reason, they needed to turn back or summon help. It was these times that were particularly hard for Sabine. For years she had thought Ezra lost to her, out of reach and unable to return, unable or unwilling to perform even the apparitions that Kannan managed. But now, now she feels guilt surge through her, guilt because for all these years, Ezra had been waiting for her, and she hadn't been coming


She remembers his words to her that day 'im counting on you' he had said he had been counting on her to come for him, obviously hoping that she and Ahsoka would rescue him as they were now, and instead she had abandoned him. Assumed him dead and mourned when she should have been searching. The only condolence she could find was in the fact that he was still alive. According to Ahsoka, he must still be alive since they were able to track the traces of the force that still trailed between them, and as long as those traces existed he was still alive, and she had not failed him yet, not completely.


And so it is that as Ahsoka pushes them further and further into the unknown regions, hour after hour day after day Sabine remains beside to her silently praying to the force that she will find him, that she will find the man she loves they may have been separated, but now she is coming, and nothing or no-one is going to stop her now.


Mar’eyce (Reunited/found at last)
Chapter Notes


Bonus points to those of you who guess what the animals are likely to be, for those of you who can't, see the endnotes and i`ll explain


See the end of the chapter for more notes
Seventy-two days, thirteen hours and seventeen minutes, that was how long that it took them to arrive at the world that held Ezra Bridger finally. Sabine couldn't believe it; she couldn't believe that he was this close the entire time, now that they had plotted out the return vector it would only take them 23 days in hyperspace back to Lothal. All this time he had been so close and yet so far, even now his signature was faint, as if hidden beneath a bubble of durasteel keeping them from him. Ahsoka remarked that given how hidden he was, it was a miracle that they had been able to find him at all. Sabine, however, had other things on her mind, something, someone, was keeping Ezra from her, and she had a sinking feeling that it was Thrawn that was responsible. Years ago she may have been reckless, opened a channel and demanded that whoever it was handed Ezra back to her, but now, with his life potentially on the line, she finds the strength to pause and weigh her options.


Ultimately she and Ahsoka decide to take things carefully, they still both remember that the entire 7th fleet had disappeared with Thrawn that day. Instead, of rocketing towards where they can feel Ezra, they make their way around to the opposite side of the planet before working their way across the seemingly vast and endless ocean that encompasses the earth. It doesn't take long until they come into the range of the trees that and figure out what had been suppressing Ezra`s powers though. As soon as they are within half a kilometre of the planet's surface they are brought up short as Ahsoka nearly loses control. Later once they have steadied the shuttle Sabine learns this is because she suddenly and inexplicably lost connection to the force, an effect that seems to grow stronger as they gain proximity to the trees.


Luckily for them, Sabine had been taking no chances, and as soon as they had gotten within range she had locked coordinates of where she had felt Ezra, and she rapidly speeds towards them, something telling her that this isn't a trap, and instead something less ominous.


When they eventually arrive at the coordinates they are met by a scar in the jungle, a large swath of land far newer and far less dense than that surrounding it, in the distance Sabine can make out the vague shape of a mostly destroyed star destroyer engine sticking out from the mountain in front of them, and it is then that she realises it wasn't a mountain but rather what is left of the Chimera.


Landing the shuttle she quickly makes her way to the back, arming herself with as much equipment as she can carry she makes her way towards the gangplank, telling Ahsoka to return to orbit and see if she can assist her with the search from there.


As soon as Ahsoka has taken off Sabine starts to make her way toward what is left of the destroyer; she knows that if Ezra is alive after all this time chances are that he will have set up near there in an attempt to use the ship for the shelter and protection it provides, that is assuming the imperials are not currently waiting to kill her aboard it.


She walks for four hours before she starts to get the feeling she is being watched, as the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end. Reaching down toward her holsters, she grips both pistols and in a hopeful voice calls out "Ezra!?"
Her hope, however, is short-lived, and instead of the man she loves a pack of quadripedal wolf-like cr4eaures emerge from the jungle and dash toward her. In moments her blasters are out, and the sound of her weapons sings throughout the wilderness as the flashes of energy cut down her attackers. The problem, however, is that for every animal she shoots two more seem to take its place and before long she is forced to take to the air as she lobs what few explosives she has into the pack of attackers below.


This must, however, do the trick, as slowly but surely her attackers fall dead, and Sabine manages to land sheathing her weapons and once again making her way towards the destroyer in the distance. She walks for what feels like hours, the only companion she has the voice of Ahsoka in her ear as she tries to lock onto Ezra`s signature either through the force or through the ship's sensors, unfortunately however they have no luck as the jungle is simply too full of life. Eventually, she decides to stop for the night, pulling out a hammock that she moves to string high up in the canopy away from potential predators, content in the knowledge that as exhausted as she currently is there is no way she can continue safely tonight, and unwilling to take the risk with Ezra so close at hand.


 


The next morning Sabine is not woken by either her clock nor the morning sun. Instead, she is rudely awakened as the cable on her hammock snaps unceremoniously and sends her plummeting toward the jungle floor. She just barely manages to activate her jetpack in time and instead of breaking her neck, she manages to slow her descent and instead lands heavily winded on the jungle floor. The problem with this, however, becomes immediately apparent when she looks up and sees a massive specimen of the predators waiting to rip her to pieces. She tries to reach for her blaster; however, this beast is faster than the others, stronger too, and instead, she finds herself sailing towards the clearing again this time unable to break her fall.


The next several moments remain fuzzy as Sabine`s head collides with a protruding boulder and she momentarily loses consciousness, however, just before she passes out, she swears she sees a figure slashing down toward the creature that attacked her with a glowing green blade in hand. The last thought that she has before she passes out is "Ezra."


Chapter End Notes
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When Sabine eventually claws her way back to consciousness, she finds herself not in the clearing where she had fallen, nor in the ship with Ahsoka, instead, she finds herself in what appears to be the remains of the Chimera`s captains quarters. Looking around, she can see the walls are buckled, and there are signs of vines working their way through the walls filling the gaps from where the metal had peeled away. After a few moments, she rolls out of what she now realises is a rather large wooden framed bed and tries to stand. As soon as she does, however, the door to the room swings open and the person she's been hoping to see for the last three years walks in.


In moments it's like she gets tunnel vision and she stumbles to her feet towards a clearly older and far more 'developed' Ezra. As she makes her way toward him, she loses her footing, and Ezra lunges forward to catch her, holding her up as he says "Hey Sabine, long time no see" with his trademark goofy grin.


As soon as the words are out of his mouth, however, she loses what little control she has and launches herself at him wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him with all the pent up frustrations and passion of the last three years leaving him stunned as she pulls back just far enough to punch his well-defined chest, hard, as she says "Ezra Bridger, don't you ever scare me like that again, I thought id lost you" before collapsing into his arms as sobs rack her body.


Seemingly still stunned Ezra takes a moment to recover first merely staring at the woman in his arms who had moments before kissed him, then trying not to wince at the smarting pain that was throbbing in his shoulder, and finally wrapping his arms around her and holding her tight as she lets out the pained and frustrated tears. Eventually, he starts to card his hand through her hair as she continues to hold him tightly as he says "I`m sorry my Mesh`la Cyar`ika, I`m so, so sorry."


They remain like that for a while as Sabine collects herself until; eventually, she pulls back a little bit to look up into his eyes and as "what did you call me?"


Ezra flushes, having not thought she had noticed as he verbally stumbles saying "i... Uhh..."


Sabine narrows her eyes at him "you called me your Cyar`ika."


Ezra`s verbal stumbling intensifies as he says "I`m sorry Sabine i..."


She cuts him off "did you mean it?" she asks, then again when he doesn't answer or even look at her she pulls his chin down until he is looking at her and with every ounce of hope she can muster she asks again "did you mean it."


Looking into her eyes, he answers "for the last three years... i... Yes... I do... I love you Sabine, and I know you probably don't feel the same..."


She cuts him off by kissing him again before pulling back and saying "or'dinii (moron), of course, I feel the same way, did you really think I`d come all this way, with the first thing I do being kiss you and not feel the same way?"


Ezra`s brain seems to have short-circuited and not yet fully recovered as he asks "I... I... What?"


Sabine sighs fondly "I love you too my kar'taylir darasuum (love)"


Chapter End Notes
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Summary


A week after the events on Yavin 4 that changed Ezra and Sabine's relationship, they are out in the field on a mission to infiltrate an Imperial outpost. When it goes wrong and they're forced to hide out for the night, they find that adjusting to having a romantic relationship is harder than they thought.


Missions, family bonding, Chopper being an ass as always, and, of course, trying to figure out romance and relationships amidst war.
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Chapter 1
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Night on this planet was beautiful. Crystal clear, stars bright. In the distance, an Imperial outpost loomed, totally unaware of what was about to happen.


Way out here, though, at the Ghost’s camp, the Empire didn’t touch them. Despite being enslaved by the Empire, the planet was still peaceful. Ezra lay back on a rock, hands behind his head, picking out constellations. Did the inhabitants see the Rabbit Lothalians saw in those six stars directly to the north? Or the Princess on her way to meet her lover the Archer in the woods, way to the south?


Soft boosteps approached, and Ezra closed his eyes as her warmth washed through the Force. Sabine.


She stopped at his head, and he opened his eyes. Sabine stood over him, looking down into his face with her fists on her hips.


“You’re supposed to be on watch,” she said.


“I am watching,” Ezra replied.


“For the Empire, not shooting stars.”


Ezra smiled. “I don’t need a shooting star. My wish already came true.”


Sabine groaned and rolled her eyes. “That’s horrible, Ezra.” She dropped down next to him, her knee bumping his. It had been a week since their friendship had changed to a romance, and he still hadn’t gotten used to it. In a way, he hoped he never did.


“How’s Zeb?” Ezra asked.


“He’ll live,” Sabine answered wryly. “He should know better than to bet against me and try to talk his way out of it when he loses.”


“Still, you didn’t need to challenge him to a hand-to-hand fight to settle it.”


Sabine shrugged. “So you say.”


Ezra smiled and rolled over to face her. “Still on for infiltration in an hour?”


“Yup. The Empire won’t know what hit them. Once we insert that data spike, they better start counting their days.”


Ezra pulled himself up into a sitting position next to her. The planet was temperate, with warm nights. It made him want to linger outside with Sabine and not go back inside the ship and prep for a mission – even if he was going on a mission with her. She didn’t say anything more as they sat there in the still night, and Ezra bent over his knees to fidget with the grass. It was a habit of his, the fidgeting, when things between them became too uncomfortable or he felt nervous. He didn’t like to admit how often he felt nervous around Sabine now. They’d been so comfortable before, but now, things got awkward more often than not. It was a byproduct, he supposed, of how quickly they’d moved, a function of the fact that they’d had sex. They’d seen and felt each other’s bodies in a way they never had before, that no one else ever had before. Not only that, but they got precious little time alone together. It was worse now, in a way, having that constant want inside him. Wanting to talk to her, wanting to be sure things were okay and they were still on the same page, wanting to touch her. He had no idea how she kept it under wraps so well. He’d blurted out his love for her as quickly as he could, whereas she was perfectly content with where they were. He wished he had that kind of calm about this. It was ironic that he was the Jedi and he had absolutely no calm.


“So, um,” Ezra started, running the powder-soft grass through his fingers. “Zeb’s getting worse at cooking.”


“Was he ever any good?”


“No, but just seems like he’s just…worse. How can you mess up rehydrated bread?”


“I think Zeb hates bread.”


“I thought he liked all carbs.”


“No, that’s you.”


“Probably why we get along so well.”


Sabine smiled. She wasn’t looking at him, instead staring out at the outpost in the distance, while he kept sneaking glances at her. He wanted to take a breath to slow the rapid beat of his heart, but he didn’t want Sabine to think he was just so terrible at this, or to know how she made him feel. She knew all the other ways she affected him, but he wanted to come off more confident.


He wished he could talk to Kanan. But what would he say? Hera hadn’t let on about their relationship even in the slightest, so as far as Ezra knew, the rest of the crew was in the dark. He and Sabine both wanted to keep it that way, to have this special thing kept private and only to themselves, but Ezra felt totally out of his element here. He hadn’t even had any friends his age after his parents disappeared, and after the Spectres had taken him in, there had just been Sabine. And even then, only after a time. It had taken years to get to where they were before all this happened. How did one go from a friend to a lover? How did that transition work?


“Does he hate flatbread too?” Ezra asked into the silence. Sabine looked over at him, brows drawn down.


“I’ve never asked,” she said, and he was caught. He knew that look in her eyes. “We can just sit here, you know. We don’t have to talk.”


Ezra nodded and lay back again, feeling once more like he’d made things weird. Turning his gaze up to the sky again, he looked for the Caterpillar, wriggling next to the Princess. Before she got to her lover, she would encounter the Caterpillar, tell him the secrets of the universe, and the weight of the knowledge would transform him into a butterfly, forever keeping her secrets.


Sabine reclined back as well, and after a moment, she moved to rest her head on his shoulder. “My favorite constellation is the Warrior Daughter,” she said. She raised her arm to point. “See those stars there?” Her finger drew lines in the air. “That’s her. She’s strong and confident, and she was the first clan leader. She can beat anyone in a match.”


“That’s Lothal’s Princess,” Ezra said, wrapping his arm around her and pulling her closer. She relaxed into his side, and he could smell her hair now, feel all of her body against his. “She crosses the sky each night to meet the Archer, her lover.”


“Does she kill him?” Sabine asked.


Ezra made a face. “Uh, no? They’re together.”


“Oh.” Sabine sounded disappointed, and Ezra couldn’t help but laugh.


“You wanted her to kill him?” he asked.


“I don’t know, maybe? Makes the story more interesting, don’t you think?”


Ezra clasped his hands together at her shoulder. “I like the Princess the way she is. She’s gentle and kind and doesn’t like fighting.”


“Mm. No wonder you like her.”


“And no wonder you like the Warrior Daughter.” He ducked his head to be closer to her, want washing over him again, the darkness and peace of the night bolstering his courage. He felt the shift in their connection as Sabine sensed him, and she raised her head. Leaning into him, she pressed her lips to his, and the contact sparked bright and hot inside him. It had been at least a day and a half since they’d had a chance to kiss, having only brief touches as consolation, and it wasn’t nearly enough. Ezra didn’t consider himself touch-starved in general, but with Sabine, going without her touch for even a short amount of time felt like torture. Every time they connected physically, their bond lit up, and it was so electric that it left him always wanting more. And as exciting as it was, it wasn’t even that that he chased after and craved every time. It was their emotional connection, too, feeling his heart and mind connect with her every time they touched.


Ezra turned onto his side, pulling Sabine onto her side, too, pressing closer, and kissed her deeper. Sabine wrapped her arms around him and held him, her hand sliding up into his hair. It was dangerous, he knew. They were out in the open, close to the ship, and –


“We shouldn’t be doing this here,” Sabine murmured. “We’re going to get caught.”


I don’t care. The thought rose into his mind again, even though he knew they both wanted to keep their relationship private. But at times like this, when all he wanted was just to be with her, he wondered if it would really be so bad if the crew knew. But as soon as that thought crossed his mind, the thought of Zeb and Chopper teasing him and Kanan and Hera worrying about teen pregnancy or something followed right after. He knew it was best to keep it quiet.


Reluctantly, Ezra pulled away. “I know,” he said. Sabine’s hand lowered from where she’d had her fingers threaded through his hair, and he breathed out and rolled over onto his back. Sabine started to move away, and so he dropped his arms from around her shoulders. Swallowing, he stared up at the night sky and wished, once again, that things were different.


Sabine gently nudged his shoulder with her elbow. “Come on,” she said. “It’s not that bad. You look like someone just kicked your favorite tooka.”


Ezra sat up again. “I just feel like we lost so much time, when we could’ve had this and didn’t.”


“We weren’t in the right place. And we’ll have time after the war ends.”


“If it ever does.” And if my part to play in it doesn’t end badly. Because he always felt that lead weight in his stomach when he thought about the future, and he got that sense of distance being between them at some point, for a good length of time. Would she wait for him, he wondered? Or would she just move on? Looking into her face, he thought, I don’t know if I can live with her moving on without me.


He broke eye contact with her, feeling the sense of the future swirling inside him and wanting it to dissolve away. Wanting to change it and knowing he couldn’t. Again he pulled at the grass, shredding it between his fingers, staring at it but not really seeing it.


“Sabine,” Zeb’s voice called from the ship. Both she and Ezra turned around to face him. “Need you to rewire the lock on my door. Chopper’s scrambled the code again. Also need you to find a way to get back at him.”


“On it.” She got up and walked back to the ship. Zeb came out and joined Ezra.


“Everything all right?” the Lasat asked.


“Sure, yeah, fine,” Ezra said. “Nothing wrong at all.”


“Good. I never can tell with humans.”


“You can’t tell with anyone.”


“You all look the same to me, and your expressions don’t make any sense.” He paused a moment. “You and Sabine fight?”


“No,” Ezra answered, worry quickly flaring up inside him. “Why would you think that?”


Zeb shrugged, face turned up to the brilliant stars above. “You two are just acting weird, is all.”


“No, nothing happened.”


But Ezra’s stomach clenched when he said it. To say nothing happened was such a gross lie, even if what he meant was that no, he and Sabine didn’t fight. To downplay what had happened between them, even to protect the privacy of their relationship, just made his stomach twist.


“’Course, it’s hard to say what’s weird for you. Teenagers,” Zeb added with derision that he probably only partly meant.


“If you’re going to make yourself comfortable, then I’m going to go back to the ship,” Ezra said, standing up. “I’m done being on watch.”


“I’d rather be out here than in there. I get antsy before missions. Just want to get to it and break some stormtroopers.”


“Fair enough.”


Ezra returned to the Ghost and headed to the common area, where Kanan, Hera, and Sabine were gathered around the table.


“You ready to go?” Hera asked him when he walked in.


“Definitely,” Ezra said. “Just need to change.”


Hera nodded. “Good. Get your disguises on and get moving. You know the protocol if something goes wrong.”


“Which it will,” Sabine said. “Nothing ever goes right with Imps.”


Hera clasped Sabine’s shoulder and gave her a smile. “I’m confident you both can handle it. Now go.”
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Chapter 2
Chapter Summary


The mission, as expected, runs into complications.
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For this mission, Ezra and Sabine would be infiltrating the outpost as regular Imperial officers. Sabine had already given Chopper a new paint job, which he had been grumbling about for hours. The Ghost would be standing by, ready to intervene if it became necessary.


For his part, Ezra hated the Imperial uniform, and not just because he had to dress up and pretend to be an Imperial. It was just uncomfortable and hard to move in, and it looked stupid besides. There was also no place for him to put his lightsaber, so he’d be relying on Chopper to eject it out of one of his storage compartments should the situation go sour.


The trio set off into the night, Chopper still moaning about his paint job and occasionally complaining about the terrain.


“Can’t you use the Force to help him?” Sabine asked irritably. “Or get him to shut up about it?”


“I’m not going to waste the Force on him,” Ezra replied. “He’s doing just fine.”


Chopper blatted and quickly skated around a boulder seconds before he would’ve crashed into it.


“How about you keep quiet from now on, okay?” Ezra said. “Or do you want to compromise the mission?”


The droid replied in colorful language, but Ezra ignored him. He didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.


A good hour later, they finally approached the outpost. A couple stormtroopers guarded the entrance, blasters drooping.


“Code cylinders,” one said flatly.


Ezra raised his hand. “You don’t need to see our code cylinders.”


The effect was instantaneous. “I don’t need to see your code cylinders.”


“You will let us in – ”


“Hey,” the other trooper broke in. “It’s protocol that everyone who enters must show – ”


Ezra turned the Force toward him. “You will use your codes to let us in.”


The stormtrooper parroted the words, then turned and tapped at the door controls. The door whooshed up, and the Spectres entered. The communications room was situated at the back of the outpost, furthest away from the door. That meant they had to keep up the charade for a good while in front of a whole host of Imperials. They may be lazy here, but they were still the enemy and therefore, still dangerous. However, they made it to the communications center with no incidents, and Ezra persuaded the two officers in there to go so they could get to work.


“That’s not going to buy us much time,” Sabine said as she took the data spike from Chopper and inserted it into the port.


“You have a better idea?” Ezra asked, fingers itching to hold onto his lightsaber. She was right, of course. The Force would wear off on them soon enough, and they’d be left wondering why they’d abandoned their posts.


Sabine didn’t answer, instead typing at the keyboard. “Chop, get to that terminal and download everything you can find. Classified stuff especially. Then be ready to go when the spike finishes.”


Chopper chirped acknowledgment and rolled to a port to plug in. Ezra watched the door, the warning tickle starting up at the back of his mind.


“We need to hurry,” he said. “They’re going to come back soon.”


“That’s not helping.”


Ezra felt both his own flash of irritation as well as Sabine’s.


“I’m just saying,” he said. “That trick doesn’t work very long.”


“Well, then maybe you should have told them to do something other than go for a cup of caf!” she retorted. The spike finally worked itself all the way in. “Got it. I’m in. Chop, go. Insert the code first and then download.”


Information flashed by on the screen, too fast to read. They were not only stealing classified information about the Empire’s dealings in this part of the Inner Rim, but they were also adding in a line of code that would relay all updates through a variety of rebel stations before ending up at Rebel Intelligence.


Voices spoke outside the door. Their time had run out.


“I don’t remember telling you to leave your posts.”


“I don’t even remember leaving my post…”


“Me, neither.”


“That’s no excuse,” the first voice admonished. “Get back to your duties. You have no idea who could have gotten in while you were away on a caf break. Expect further disciplinary action for this appalling behavior.”


Then the door opened.


Chapter End Notes
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Chapter 3
Chapter Summary


Ezra and Sabine hide out in a cave for the night.
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Three uniformed Imperials entered the room. The leader put his fists on his hips.


“What do we have here?” he asked. “You’re not authorized to be in this room.”


“Yes, we are,” Ezra said, attempting a firm tone. With three of them, it would be too difficult to try to persuade them with the Force. “Maybe you’re the one who’s not authorized.”


Through his bond with Sabine, he felt what was distinctly a groan.


“Excuse me?” the Imperial said. “I’m the commander of this outpost. I don’t recognize you.”


“We transferred in yesterday,” Sabine said as she inconspicuously pulled out the data spike. Passing it under the console to Chopper, she said, “We just got lost. Thought this was the mess.”


“I’m going to need to see your identification and orders.”


“We lost those, too,” Ezra put in.


“Time to go,” Sabine said as she pulled her blaster from its holster. She squeezed the trigger and hit the commander in the chest. Chopper squawked and slid back a compartment on his dome, revealing Ezra’s lightsaber. He ejected it high up into the air right as Ezra reached for it.


“Chopper!” he snapped, reaching out with the Force to pull the weapon toward him. The other Imperial officers opened fire, causing him to duck out of the way. Once the saber landed in his palm, he began deflecting the bolts back.


After the officers lay dead on the ground, Sabine and Ezra dragged the bodies into the room.


“Don’t know why we’re bothering,” Sabine said. “I’m sure the entire outpost heard that.”


“Probably,” Ezra replied, right before an alarm sounded, red lights flashed on, and a voice over the speakers announced that the outpost had been infiltrated by rebels. “Definitely,” he added.


They sped away from the communications room as stormtroopers poured out into the hallway. The officers occasionally returned fire, but mostly they stayed out of the way. Typical.


“Chop,” Ezra said as they ran, closing in on the only exit, “get out and circle around north back to the Ghost. We’ll head south and hide out if we have to.”


You expect me to make it back over that terrain myself? came Chopper’s snarky reply.


“I do,” Ezra replied as he deflected a bolt behind his back. “We need to split up.”


Then Spectre Five should go on ahead while you stay back providing defensive cover.


“That’s not going to happen.” A blaster bolt flew way too close to his shoulder, close enough that he felt the heat from it. He flinched and refocused. “We’ll go together, and you’ll get the information out.”


Chopper cackled.


“Just follow my orders!”


Had to be a real bantha-brain to put you in charge.


“Would you two stop arguing?!” Sabine bit out. “Imperials? Firing at us? About to block us in?”


Ezra looked ahead at the exit/entrance to see stormtroopers barricading the door and fanning out to cover it.


“Time to change the plan,” Ezra said tightly. He dashed into the closest room on the right, which was the south side of the base. The Ghost lay a few kilometers away this direction, but he didn’t expect he and Sabine would be able to evade search patrols enough to secretly steal away. Chopper, though, wouldn’t be their focus, and he could head north and swing back around. He could move faster with his thrusters anyway and get the information back, which was the most important thing.


Sabine closed the door and shot the lock. “Won’t buy us much time,” she said. “What’s your plan?”


Ezra shoved the blade of his saber into the wall. “Cut our way out.”


“Very sophisticated.”


He grit his teeth at the remark and began cutting a wide hole. Troopers pounded on the door outside, but it would take them longer to get in than for him to finish their exit. He kicked the center of the circle, and the disc fell back to the grass outside. The rebels ran out, Chopper breaking off to go his way, Ezra and Sabine heading toward the rocky wall to the east. Ezra shut his lightsaber down and clipped it back to his belt as they ran.


“They’re going to send out patrols,” he said. “We need to find a place to hide and stay hidden for a while.”


Sabine nodded and moved closer to the wall. “I bet there’s a cave in here somewhere,” she said. “If we could find one – ”


“There’s one.” Ezra pointed to a part of the wall that was darker than the rest. Behind them, Imperials spewed out of the outpost on foot, speeder, and in aircraft. His heart pounded, fear starting to curl up. They had to make it before they were found.


Finally the mouth of the cave approached, and they sped inside. Sabine began sweeping it with her torch while Ezra looked around outside for something to block the entrance with. The cave wasn’t large, but they didn’t want to take any chances. A boulder lay a few meters away, and he began wrestling it along.


“There,” Ezra grunted as shouldered the stone into place. Turning to Sabine and dusting his hands off on his jacket, he said, “That should keep us hidden for a few hours till the patrols die down.”


“Why didn’t you just use the Force?” Sabine asked. Ezra shrugged.


“I dunno. I don’t always use it.” He flashed her a smile. “Wanted to show off my muscles.”


Sabine snorted and looked away. She swept her light around again. “Nothing in here to make a fire with. We’re going to need to go out again and get some kindling.”


Ezra motioned to the boulder. “I just locked us in.”


Sabine turned back around. “Well, roll it away again. With your muscles.”


Ezra rolled his eyes and stretched his hand out to it. The boulder scraped against the entrance to the cave and shifted away. “There,” he said. “I used the Force. Happy now?”


“Mind muscles.”


“Either way.”


Ezra stepped out into the night, glancing around for the Imps. Sure enough, search parties still crisscrossed the land. Ducking down, he hurried to the closest tree and began pulling at branches. They didn’t give much, indicating they had some moisture in them.


Shavit, Ezra thought. Come on!


He finally broke a few branches off and scurried back inside before the troops swept this part of the terrain. He shoved the boulder back into place.


“Any luck?” Sabine asked.


“Not much,” Ezra said as he dropped the branches on the cave floor. “It’ll have to do. Can’t cut them down with my lightsaber.”


“Yeah, that thing is not exactly subtle.”


Sabine dropped to her knees and began gathering the kindling into a pile. “It won’t last long. How long are you planning on being here?”


Ezra pressed his lips together and didn’t answer. He watched Sabine as she set about trying to spark a fire. When rubbing sticks together failed, she pulled out her blaster and shot the pile. A red bolt lanced out and hit the kindling. Fire leapt up.


“Hey!” Ezra exclaimed. “Someone could have heard that!”


“Oh, please,” Sabine replied, poking the wood closer together. “No one has swept this area yet, and that giant rock you muscled into place so impressively will have blocked the noise.”


Something flickered in Ezra’s chest. “You were impressed by that?”


Sabine looked at him and quirked her mouth up. Ezra rolled his eyes again, shook his head, and turned away with his hands on his hips.


Soon, a small, but bright fire blazed in the cave. Pleased, Ezra sat down and crossed his legs.


“Did you get a message back to Hera?” he asked. Sabine nodded.


“Yes. She told me to enjoy the time off.”


“Ha.” He sat close enough to her that his knee brushed hers, and he tried not to think about it, instead taking a stick and prodding the fire. Sabine said nothing, and soon, he began to feel uncomfortable, a sort of tingling anxiety spreading through his chest. Their knees pressed together still – Sabine made no effort to move hers – and the anticipation, the possibility, of something more happening made his heart race.


They were alone. Completely alone. They hadn’t been alone together since Yavin 4. Since…


Ezra swallowed. He’d been in her bunk a couple times, always sneaking back to his room in the wee hours of the morning, but this was the first time they’d been truly alone. He wanted…


Without meaning to, he started to push at the flames with the Force, making them dance. He stared at the fire, not really seeing it, as he thought. He couldn’t help it; his mind traveled back to their night together on Yavin 4. He wondered about Sabine and what she still thought of it, if she liked it as much as he had, if she wanted to do it again like he did. He wondered if she’d felt satisfied by the experience, if he’d made her feel as good as she’d made him feel. He wanted to be close to her again, wanted to see her like that again. The pink flush on her cheeks as she lay below him, the hitches of her breath, her hands on his arms. He wanted that again, that and more. He wanted to feel more of her, touch every part of her. There was still so much more to explore, and it frustrated him that they couldn’t just be together. There was always something in the way. Sure, he’d always known there would be, and he’d thought he could deal with it, but the harsh reality of having to stay away from her more often than not was so much worse than what he’d imagined.


Ezra sighed, clenching his fist when he realized he was messing around with the Force again. It was a bad habit, and he needed to stop it.


“What are you thinking about?” Sabine asked. Ezra flinched. He’d hoped she hadn’t noticed.


“Just that…we don’t ever get time together,” he answered. Sabine shrugged.


“Casualties of war,” she said. She wasn’t looking at him, focused instead on the fire and prodding it with the stick he had let fall to the ground earlier. Ezra studied her profile, wanting…wanting…


“It’s just…hard,” he confessed. “Being around you and…not getting to be near you.”


Sabine turned a smile on him. “I know,” she said quietly. “It’s hard for me, too.”


Ezra’s breath caught in his chest as he looked at her, his gaze on her lips no matter how hard he tried to look away. Then she shifted closer to him, laying her hand gently on his leg, and something inside him snapped. He could no longer just keep looking. Surging forward, he pressed his mouth to hers. She didn’t resist in the slightest, her hand coming up to the back of his neck as she returned the kiss. Ezra couldn’t help it; he pushed her back onto the cave floor, heartrate soaring and blood rushing in his veins. Sabine laughed quietly, but he barely heard it. His focus had narrowed to the feel of her lips on his, her body under his, the rocky floor of the cave digging into his palms. He couldn’t stop or even slow the way he felt, his body quickly heating up. Sabine clearly felt the same, breathing shallowly and quickly, her chest brushing his every time she took a breath. Too, he felt her emotions through their bond. She shifted against him and caused him to gasp, tearing his mouth from hers and putting his forehead on her shoulder. His whole body was too sensitive. Her fingers slid up into his hair, and she cradled his head as he turned it to kiss her neck. Sabine sighed appreciatively, clutching him close.


“This is a bad idea,” she murmured. “We shouldn’t. Those Imps are still out there.”


“I know, I know.” He kissed her neck again, and then his breath shuddered out of him. “I’m sorry.”


Ezra pulled away, going back up on his palms again, but Sabine grabbed the neck of his jacket.


“Don’t stop,” she whispered.


He looked into her eyes, needing to see her expression. She stared back at him, dead serious, and slowly, he lowered his mouth to hers again. Gently he kissed her, just for a few moments, until he couldn’t hold back any longer and kissed her harder. Her mouth opened to his, and he went down onto his elbows. Sabine worked her hands between them and pulled at the closures of his jacket. Annoyance flared in Ezra’s mind as he remembered they were in Imperial uniforms. He hated wearing those things. These undercover missions were always the worst, when they had to dress like Imperials. He didn’t even want to think about how the first time he and Sabine got a chance to be together again, they had to be dressed like the enemy.


But the thoughts dissolved from his mind as Sabine’s urgent hands caused him to lift up again, to give her the space she needed to open the jacket. Her Force sense was electric, want and desire buzzing through it. She slid the jacket down his arms and off to the ground, and his fingers went to the fasteners on hers, too. He didn’t feel any more confident this time than last time, and he didn’t expect he’d feel that way for a while, no matter how comfortable they got with each other in this capacity. Considering himself a lover was just something he hadn’t ever thought about much – at least, not the label, because he had certainly thought about Sabine this way, over and over – and it was weird to him to apply that label to himself. Jedi, warrior, Lothalian, crewmember, friend, fighter, rebel, Spectre Six, son, orphan, those all made sense. But lover just seemed so strange, so alien to him. He wondered, as he always did, if Sabine felt the same way. At any rate, she had way more confidence than him – which she could have been faking given her bold personality. But he didn’t know.


Sabine sat up a little to allow him to push the jacket off her arms. Underneath both their jackets was an undershirt, and just like before, Sabine took his hand and placed it at her hem. Only a little more confident than before, Ezra pushed the shirt up until it was over her head. He discarded it on top of the jacket until it occurred to him that Sabine might like a softer surface than a rough cave floor. The thought made him flinch a little to himself. This wasn’t what he wanted to give her, or what she deserved, especially not from him, but it was all they had.


“Here,” he murmured as he pulled the jackets and undershirt over. Sabine adjusted as he stretched the garments out under her, and then she lay back again with a smile.


“Thanks,” she murmured back, and he could feel how much more she wanted. Ezra nodded and leaned down to kiss her again. Her hands grabbed the bottom of his shirt, and he obliged as she pulled it up and off. It was then that he took a moment to look at her – really look at her – and he admired the tone of her athletic body. Gentle curves of muscles sculpted her skin, and he leaned down and placed a kiss to her firm stomach. Her muscles jumped up to his lips, as if she were twitching with nerves or surprise – or maybe even pleasure. He sensed it through their bond, sensed her heightened awareness, and knew she sensed his as well. As he kissed her again, his hands slid up her sides, and his fingers slipped under the sides of her breastband. It was a simple one, obviously designed for combat, nothing pretty or nonsensical. Ezra didn’t expect anything less from her. He wanted to put his hands and mouth everywhere, all over her, touch every place he hadn’t yet touched, worship her body the way she deserved. But they didn’t have the time, and it wasn’t the place besides. Although when Sabine ran her hand down his chest and her fingers dipped into the waistband of his pants before she clenched them briefly, recalled herself, and removed them, it made his fortitude harder to maintain.


“Sabine,” Ezra whispered. “I want…”


“I know,” she replied. “I want, too.”


He wanted it, needed it, desired it, aching for that closeness with her. Through the Force he knew she felt the same, too, her racing heart beating in time with his. He cursed their situation, cursed that they couldn’t be together even on the Ghost.


Overcome with desire, Ezra pulled her up into a sitting position with him, pressing close to her. He wrapped one arm around her back, his other hand cupping her face and tilting it so he could kiss her again.


“We should stop,” Sabine said, though she made no move to. “We have to stop. If they find us…”


Finally, Ezra pulled away, reluctant. “I know,” he said. Sighing, he closed his eyes and leaned his forehead to hers. Her skin was warm beneath his. “Someday,” he said, “I want to take you away from all this and show you something pretty. Peaceful.”


“I know you do,” Sabine said. Her hands curled into the hair at the nape of his neck. “Maybe someday.”


Ezra nodded and made that promise to himself. It wouldn’t always be like this. Someday, it would be different.


“Dawn is in a few hours,” he said, getting back to the task at hand. “We should get what sleep we can and head back to the Ghost in the morning.”


“Good idea.”


They readjusted, sharing the bit of softness from the clothes beneath them. He put his arm behind his head and stared up at the ceiling of the cave, thinking, his other arm wrapped around Sabine’s shoulders as she lay on his bare chest. She fell asleep immediately – it was an amazing skill she had that he coveted – but he couldn’t quite get there. It was moments like this that were hardest, sometimes. Moments in the silence, when there was nothing to do but think. He had irrational thoughts in times like these. A voice whispered at him to run away with Sabine, start a new life with her somewhere the war would never touch them, and the Alliance could never find them. It was ridiculous, of course, and it wasn’t what he truly wanted, but when the future weighed heavily on him, when he knew how short his and Sabine’s time together truly was, the thoughts intruded, and he started planning out the what if? and let it take him down a path he knew was all but impossible. To be thrown together like this and still be forced away… It was too much, sometimes.


At least, though, the universe had conspired to give them this moment, where they could be together for a few hours without fear of discovery. Sure, the Imperials were still out there, but they hadn’t found them yet. In all likelihood, they never would. The rebels just needed to wait it out until the morning.


And come it would, bringing with it the hope it always did.
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Ezra woke up with a groan. His shoulders hurt. His back hurt. His arms had cramped from holding Sabine in the same position for however long they’d slept. She was still there, sleeping on his chest, and he didn’t want to disturb her. Turning his wrist to glimpse his chrono, he saw it was a little after oh-seven-hundred. They’d only slept a few hours.


He became aware of a new pain, that of his lightsaber digging into his hip. He hadn’t even thought to take it off last night – would the day ever come when they could sleep unarmed? – and the way Sabine curled up against him pushed it even further against him. He slowly rolled a little to the other side and reached down, struggling to free it and not wake Sabine. It didn’t work. She woke with her own moan and rubbed her eyes with the heel of her palm.


“What time is it?” she grumbled. Her hair stuck up in all directions, adorably mussed in sleep.


“After seven,” Ezra answered. “We should check in.”


“You do that.” She yawned and blinked, and Ezra smiled. She was the toughest warrior he knew, but messing with her sleep was not something one did lightly. They lay together in the stillness, a bit of light peeking in around the boulder, the fire long burned out. It was only the second time they’d awoken together. The first had been on Yavin 4. Sure, they’d slept in Sabine’s bunk a couple times on the Ghost, but not all the way till morning. They still wanted to conceal their relationship, and anyway, even if they were open about it, Hera and Kanan certainly wouldn’t want Ezra in Sabine’s bunk all night.


It was an odd phrase, sleeping together. In the literal sense, this was exactly the fifth time they’d shared sleeping accommodations. In the connotative, it still had only happened the once, and it didn’t feel like it applied to their relationship. All these labels made Ezra’s mind spin. It wasn’t important, really, to have a label on it, but he was so used to defining himself by them.


“You’re thinking again.”


Sabine’s voice brought Ezra out of his thoughts. He looked over to see her with her head on her fist, scrutinizing him. Her other hand lay gently on his bare chest.


“You get this look,” she explained. “You go someplace.”


His arm lay on the cave floor beside her, and he reached up to rub her back. It felt…natural. “I think I think too much,” he said.


“I think you do, too. Same stuff as last night?”


“Yeah.” Ezra looked away from her. He knew his priorities were supposed to be elsewhere.


Sabine nodded and then was silent for a moment. “Our situation isn’t going to change, you know.”


“I know.”


“Are you regretting what happened? That we changed things?”


Ezra shook his head. “No, of course not. I mean, not in that way. Not regret, but…” He trailed off, and his fingers clenched on her back for a moment before he released them. “It’s just made everything so much more difficult,” he murmured. “I was used to the way things were before, but now…” Sabine bent down and lightly kissed his lips.


“This isn’t going to get easier,” she said. “And having this conversation over and over isn’t going to help, either.”


“You’re right.” Resolutely shoving it out of his mind, Ezra sat up and stretched his sore muscles. Careful not to look at Sabine, he grabbed his undershirt and jacket and put them on, before he moved away so she could get dressed as well.


There were no signs of Imperial troops outside, so the pair trudged back to the ship a few kilometers away.


“Morning,” Ezra said as he walked into the common area. Chopper cackled, and Ezra frowned. “Shut up.”


“Rough night?” Zeb asked with a smirk, crossing his arms and leaning back in the couch behind the dejarik table.


“Uncomfortable night,” Ezra replied.


“Chopper says you two got stuck in a cave.”


“We did,” Sabine said, “and we’ve had about three hours’ sleep, so if you say anything stupid, I will blast you. No hesitation this time.” She went into the galley to pour herself a cup of caf. Hera strode in, more awake than anyone, as always.


“Thought I heard you guys,” she said. “Doing all right?”


“About as well as could be expected,” Ezra said with a yawn. Sabine came back in and handed him a steaming mug. He didn’t usually like the stuff, but she knew him well enough to know that when he was exhausted, he would take what he could get. “Could use a few more hours of sleep.”


“You can sleep in hyperspace. Chop debriefed and told us you were successful. Well done.”


“Thanks.”


“We’re heading out,” Hera said. “Kanan can fill you in.”


With that, she headed back to the cockpit, and Kanan leaned forward over the table. Ezra put his free hand on his hip. “Please tell me this one is more relaxing.”


“I’m afraid not,” Kanan said. “We’re getting some Incom folks out.”


“Incom? As in the shipbuilders?”


Kanan nodded. “Yes. They have some prototypes they want to hand over to us. Starfighters. A few engineers want to defect, and they need our help.”


The Ghost lifted off the ground, causing both Ezra and Sabine to nearly lose their footing. She crashed into him and spilled half her caf down the front of his Imperial jacket.


“Sorry,” she mumbled, while Ezra swiped at the liquid.


“I wish Hera wouldn’t do that,” Ezra said. “She needs to stop taking off when we’re not strapped in.”


“You go ahead and tell her that,” Kanan said. “Also, she did inform you she was taking off.”


“I’m going to go shower. I smell like corruption and caf.”


“Heh,” Zeb said. “You smell worse than that. It’s a wonder anyone can stand being around you.”


“Yes, well, you’d be surprised,” Ezra replied testily. “Fill me in later.”


He left the room, unfastening the jacket as he went. Grabbing a change of clothes out of his room and heading toward the refresher, he decided he would definitely take Hera’s advice and sleep while they were in hyperspace. Switching the water on and turning it over to hot, Ezra stripped off his clothes and stepped into the spray. Sighing with fatigue, he closed his eyes and leaned his forehead against the smooth wall. He didn’t make a habit of taking long showers given he shared with two other humans, a Twi'lek, and a Lasat, and the Ghost was old and took awhile to sanitize and reclaim the water, but this morning, the streaming water felt better than usual. He placed his palms against the wall and tilted his face up into it.


Which was when he heard the door slide open and closed. Hadn’t he locked it? Great, it was probably Zeb in here to screw with him. Everyone knew that when you flushed the toilet, the shower couldn’t handle it and shot out a frigid burst of icy water. It had been one of Zeb’s favorite things to do when Ezra had first joined the crew at fourteen. Months had passed before Ezra figured it out, because Zeb had told him all manner of lies about the phenomenon, from faulty wiring that could (would) (most likely) electrocute him while he was in the shower, to the Ghost being haunted by actual ghosts (“Where else do you think the name came from, kid?” Zeb would ask with a completely straight face).


“Zeb, don’t you dare – ” Ezra started, but a quiet voice shushed him. Widening his eyes, he turned just in time to see Sabine step in with him. “Are you serious – ”


“Shut up,” she hissed. “Unless you want them to catch us.”


Struck speechless, Ezra nodded and swallowed. There were a lot of things he had imagined, but this hadn't been one of them. He couldn’t believe how bold she’d been, literally sneaking into his shower with him.


“You’ve been complaining about how little time we get together,” she said. “Well, I made some time for you.”


“Uh, okay. Thanks. Yeah. I can’t complain about this.”


“Hope not.”


The shower stall was small, but Sabine still decreased the space between them and wrapped her arms around him as she pressed her face into his shoulder. He reciprocated, his cheek on her head, and ran his fingers through her wet hair, wondering if she’d ever open up to him about what this thing was that they had. To him, it was sweet and perfect and everything he wanted, but there were layers to it that he didn’t understand, that neither of them could really take the time to think about or dissect. He wasn’t an idiot; he knew there were steps they’d skipped, both physically and emotionally, and he longed for a stretch of time where they could go back over them and cover what they’d missed. But when he was at his most honest with himself, he knew that wasn’t going to happen. The end of his time with the crew was quickly approaching, and he didn’t see that there were going to be any opportunities for languid moments. True, he didn’t regret that things had gone so quickly to where they were now, but he just…he wanted more time.


Sabine was still holding him when he took her face in his hands and pressed his lips to hers. She shifted closer, backing him into the wall, and her skin was so slick and smooth under his hands. He kept them on her arms, her shoulders, her waist, not wanting to touch her any further without her permission (again, a step they’d mostly skipped). Sabine didn’t have any more experience with this than Ezra did, but she certainly had more courage. His skittishness would probably take some time to abate, but he felt like the moment they became comfortable with each other would be right before his path ended. He wondered, in this moment, if he wanted to feel comfortable with her, or if he wanted to stay lost in this place where everything was so new and fresh and fragile.


“Are you afraid to touch me?” she asked with her face cradled into the crook of his neck.


He answered honestly, his voice rough. “Yes.”


“Don’t be. We’re not just friends anymore.”


Her words ignited something in him, something he only ever felt around her and had never felt with anyone else. His fingers slid up into her hair again, and he tilted her face to his. The warm water continued to stream down, making her lips even softer. His hands moved, almost of their own accord, and roved over her bare back, feeling the strong muscles and the power that lay beneath her skin. Through their bond, he felt her excitement mirror his, and they reflected off one another as he touched her.


After too short a time, Sabine pulled away. Ezra opened his eyes and looked at her, to find her smiling gently at him.


“I should go,” she said.


“Don’t go.” He didn’t mean to sound like he was pleading, but they just had so few moments of privacy together. “Just one more minute.”


“One more. But they’re going to wonder.”


“Right.” The fire inside him dwindled down, the moment gone as fast as it had started.


“I’ll wait till you leave, then get in again,” Sabine said.


Disappointed, Ezra turned away and grabbed the bottle of multipurpose wash the crew all shared (except Zeb, of course). The door to the stall opened and shut. Forcing his mind to think about anything but what had just happened, Ezra shut the water off and grabbed his towel. When he stepped out into the refresher, Sabine gave him a quick smile again and traded places with him. Her towel flipped up over the stall door. Ezra shook his head, unable to help his own smile, and reached for his clothes.


---


“A little better,” Zeb commented when Ezra sat down next to him on the couch. Ezra wrinkled his nose and sniffed.


“I’m not sure about that,” he said. “Hera changed our soap.”


“I was tired of smelling generic,” Hera said as she entered the room. “Where’s Sabine?”


Ezra’s cheeks warmed, and he did his best to keep his face neutral. Pointing his thumb back in the direction of the ’fresher and making sure not to make eye contact with Hera, he said, “In the shower.”


Kanan looked at him and crossed his arms. Zeb smirked, but Ezra didn’t think it was in a way that suggested he knew anything. Kanan, however, was staring at him.


“Stalker,” Zeb teased.


“It’s a hard habit to break,” Ezra replied, choosing to play into it rather than defend himself and look more suspicious. “What can I say, I have a large repertoire of skills.”


Zeb laughed appreciatively. Kanan continued to stare.


“Anyway,” Hera said with a sharp glance at Ezra, “we’re going to have a few X-wings flying cover when we get to Fresia. The Incom people are going to be waiting for us on the roof of their building. It’s a grab-and-go, no time for questions, no room for mistakes.”


“Who’s going down?” Ezra asked.


“All of you. There are six of them, and we won’t have much time after the sensors pick us up. This’ll be a quick one.” Chopper burbled a question. “Not you, Chop. You’re staying here with me.”


At that moment, Sabine walked into the room. “What’d I miss?” she asked. Ezra glanced at her, and her eyes met his briefly. Her hair was still wet, sharply bringing the memory of their few minutes in the shower together to his mind. His cheeks burned again, the memory sending tingles throughout his whole body. Over the connection, he felt the same thing flow through her, and he shifted uncomfortably in his seat. As he shuffled his feet on the floor and tried to find the most comfortable way for his hand to hold his chin, it was all, apparently, too much for Zeb.


“Why you so wiggly, kid?” the Lasat asked irritably.


“No reason,” Ezra replied quickly.


“Really, none?” Sabine said as she took a seat next to him on the couch.


She lay her arm casually over the back of it, but her fingers quickly brushed over his shoulder, just once, as she did. He couldn’t suppress the shiver that ran over him, and he fought to keep his gaze on Hera as she ran over the mission again.


“What are the chances we’ll run into troopers?” Sabine asked. “Do I need to blow anything up?”


“Not this time,” Hera said with a shake of her head. “Troopers, good chance. We don’t want to attract too much attention, though, so it’ll be stun blasts only, if Zeb isn’t able to incapacitate all of them.”


Zeb punched a fist into his palm. “Physical labor. My favorite.”


“We’ll be there tomorrow morning,” Hera concluded. “Consider yourselves at ease until then.”


“I’m always at ease,” Zeb said as Hera walked out, his arms behind his head and a smile on his face. “Anytime I know I’m going to be bashing bucketheads, I just relax.”


Ezra smiled as he unwrapped a ration bar. It was his favorite flavor, and it turned out Zeb had pilfered a pack of them last time they’d made a supply run. It was a kind gesture, and one that made all the good-natured teasing worth it.


So, Chopper beeped. Anyone for a game of dejarik?


“No,” Zeb said. “Cheater.”
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The day had started slow, but as Ezra got used to being around the crew again after a night away, his thoughts moved away from Sabine and he was able to enjoy the camaraderie again. Maybe it was going to be all right, he thought. Maybe he would start to get used to being with Sabine but not being with her. He took a nap for a couple hours, much to Kanan’s crossed-arms annoyance. “Jedi have meditations for these things. We don’t actually need sleep.”


After lunch, while the rest of the crew was attending to other duties around the ship, Ezra and Sabine sparred in the common room. It began fine and as normal as usual, until he felt a flicker of irritation from her that steadily grew into anger. Dodging a kick aimed at his shoulder, he looked up to see her glowering.


Baffled by what he was sensing, he asked, “What’s wrong?”


“Would you fight me?” Sabine snapped, and threw a punch toward his face that he easily swiped away with his wrist. “You’re not even trying.”


“Yes, I am.”


“You haven’t even tried to hit me once.” Again, a kick; again, he twisted away from it. “Everything you’re doing is defensive.”


“Jedi aren’t really supposed to be aggressive – ”


This time, her kick hit him squarely in the stomach, and he went down. Her sense vibrated with anger, and Ezra frowned up at her from the deck, confused. Fists clenched, she said,


“How can I rely on you when you’re afraid of hurting me now?”


Stung by the remark, Ezra pressed his arm over his sore stomach and stood. “I’m not afraid of hurting you,” he said, but the words rang hollow. They both knew it was a lie. Sabine stepped up to him and lowered her voice.


“You’ve never worried about me before.”


“I’ve always worried about you.”


She shook her head. “Not like this. I need to know I can rely on you.” Then quieter still, “I can’t lose you, Ezra.”


With that, Sabine turned on her heel and stormed out of the common area, leaving Ezra gaping after her. Through the Force, he felt rather than saw Kanan walk into the room behind him, and he adjusted his expression to neutral before he faced his master, arms crossed, trying his best to appear nonchalant.


“Women, huh?” he quipped, but it, too, rang hollow.


“Something going on?” Kanan asked. “You two have been acting strangely.”


Instead of outright denying it, Ezra looked away and shook his head. He couldn’t lie to Kanan. “She’s right,” he said. “I am afraid of hurting her. Or her getting hurt because of me.”


“That doesn’t mean you should hold back.” Kanan crossed to the dejarik table and sat down. “Your skills always need to be in top condition. You spar so you can get better, not feel afraid.”


“I know.” Ezra pondered a moment, wondering how to broach this. “So how do you control it?”


“That’s the problem with attachments. They make you afraid. That’s why the Jedi were cautioned against forming them.”


“But how can anyone live like that?” Ezra asked as he took a seat next to his master. “Not caring about anyone? How is not caring about people the light side? Sith don’t care about people at all, only themselves. How is that different?”


A small smile turned up Kanan’s lips. “It’s not as simple as the Jedi of old would have us think. Even Master Kenobi allowed himself to care, and he's one of the greatest Jedi who ever lived.”


Ezra put his head in his hands, elbows on the table. “I don’t think I’m ever going to get this,” he muttered.


“Maybe we’re not supposed to. Maybe you’re trying too hard.”


“Well. That about sums up my entire relationship with Sabine.”


Kanan chuckled. “She’s a tough one, and you know that. But she has her soft spots, and you’re one of them.”


Hearing that from Kanan made something jolt outward in Ezra’s chest. “Never really thought of it that way.”


“She’s always been fond of you, in her way. You’re good for each other. Our whole crew is.”


Ezra smiled, feeling lighter about the situation. “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”


“I usually am. Just not with Hera.” Kanan patted him on the back. “Now, why don’t we go down to the hold, and get our own sparring in for the day?”


Kanan stepped into the cockpit behind Hera and waited for the door to close again. “Have you noticed anything different about Ezra?” he asked.


He didn’t need to see to be able to tell what she was doing. He could tell from her Force sense. Undoubtedly she had her eyes on a screen on the control board, studying read-outs. “What do you mean?” she asked.


Kanan sat down in the co-pilot’s seat. “He’s distracted. Not focusing. I’m worried about him.”


“I don’t think you need to be,” Hera assured him. “There’s nothing wrong.”


“How do you know?”


Hera shrugged. “I just know.”


Kanan shook his head. It didn’t feel right. Ezra’s Force sense was just…jumbled these days. And he was more closed off to Kanan than usual – which was saying a lot. “I don’t know, Hera. There’s something going on.”


“I’m sure it’s nothing.”


The Jedi thought back, reviewing the past few days in his mind. “He and Sabine have just been…odd. Sabine not as much, but when he’s around her, his sense is very tightly controlled, and he doesn’t act like himself.” He paused again, thinking. “You don’t think…”


Hera was way too would-be casual when she answered, “I don’t think what?”


Kanan frowned. “Is there something going on that I need to know about?”


Hera’s sigh made his suspicion grow stronger. “Look, I promised Ezra I wouldn’t say anything.”


“Say anything about what?”


“Kanan…”


“Hera.”


But, true to her word, Hera didn’t say anything.


“I see,” Kanan said. “Why don’t they want anyone to know?”


“They don’t want to get teased by Zeb and Chopper,” Hera answered. “Can you blame them?”


Kanan shook his head. “No, I can’t. How long have you known? How long has this been going on? Can’t have been that long.”


“Since Yavin a week ago.”


“What changed? For all I knew, Ezra had gotten over his crush, and Sabine…” He sighed. “I guess you never really know what’s going on in the minds of teenagers.”


The warmth of Hera’s smile washed through over the Force. “You were that age, too, once, love.”


“I was. And I know what can happen when you’re young.” The reality of his own words hit him, and he looked over at Hera sharply. “Wait. How far has this gotten?”


The pilot’s seat groaned as she stood, and the air changed as she came closer to him. She sat on his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Relax, Kanan. They’re fine.”


“Oh, gods,” Kanan groaned, resting his hands on her waist. “Do they need…a talk or…other things…?”


Hera only chuckled. “Trust me, Kanan, the last people they’re going to want to talk to about this is us. Just pretend you don’t know.”


“How can I pretend I don’t know?!” Kanan sputtered. Then he shook his head again. “You’re right. The less I know about what’s going on on this ship, the better.”


Sabine showed up again an hour later, knocking on the wall next to Ezra’s open door. He looked up from his blaster, which he was trying unsuccessfully to disassemble for cleaning.


“Laundry day,” she said. “Chopper wants everything down there in ten minutes, or he’s striking. Again.”


“Got it.” Ezra looked down at the blaster, yanked again on the jammed component, and gave up with a sigh. Then he stood from Zeb’s bunk – already stripped of sheets and bedspread – and reached up to his own.


“What’s wrong with your blaster?” Sabine asked as she came further into the room.


“Jammed,” Ezra replied, climbing up the ladder and yanking at the corner of the fitted sheet near the wall. Sabine reached for the blaster. “I landed on it wrong after the outpost, and it won’t come apart. It’s overdue for a cleaning. I dunno, maybe that’s why – ”


Sabine smacked the weapon hard with the flat of her hand, then pulled the pieces apart. Ezra sighed again.


“It’s a wonder anyone here keeps me around,” he said. He bunched his sheets, bedspread, and pillowcase up and started to climb down. Sabine didn’t speak for a moment, until he was back on the floor.


“Something bothering you?” she asked, a note of caution in her voice. Over their bond, he felt her unsurety, as well as some confusion. She genuinely didn’t know that their conversation from earlier had upset him.


“No, it’s…” But that wasn’t true. Meeting her eyes, he said, “I don’t want you to think you can’t depend on me. The last year, you and I have been partners and worked really well together. I don’t want…for things to change like this, for you to not think – ”


She stepped closer to him, cutting him off. Her body was close enough that the backs of his hands, holding the linens, brushed her stomach.


“I do depend on you,” she said quietly. “More than anyone else here. Or anyone else I even know. I just don’t want you to think I’m some fragile thing that can break. I don’t want you treating me any different.”


“But it is different.” For a moment, he just studied her the way she studied him. Her lips pursed.


“I don’t know how to do different,” she said.


“Neither do I. But we’ve come this far…might as well try to figure it out? Together?”


Sabine nodded. “Right, right. Yeah.”


When the silence stretched on a little too long, Ezra hefted the bundle in his arms and said, “Well, I’d better get these to Chopper, or I’m not getting fresh sheets for another couple weeks. See you around.” He started to walk past Sabine to leave the cabin.


“Ezra.”


He turned back to her, and she took his face in her hands and pulled it to hers for a long kiss. He blinked at her when it ended, still feeling like they might never figure things out.


“I’ll see you tonight?” she murmured. He nodded, a little dazed, and walked out.


“Sorry, kid,” Zeb said with a smirk when Ezra crossed through the common room. “Chopper’s already started the load. Guess you’re sleeping on the same sheets for another two weeks.”


Ezra narrowed his eyes. “He has not. He would be grumbling a lot louder if he had.”


Zeb chuckled good-naturedly for just a moment, but after Ezra had passed him on his way out, he said, “The other night. Before the outpost. You all right?”


Ezra stopped in his tracks, heart thudding. Zeb wasn’t new to his nightmares, but he still harbored hope that the Lasat didn’t hear them every time he had one. They were frequent enough. He turned back to Zeb.


“Yeah, I’m fine,” Ezra said as the memories of it came back to him. It was the usual stuff: watching his friends and family die and being unable to help them. Losing people. Being lost. Left behind. Unwanted. Abandoned. “Just…same as always. The nightmare.”


Zeb nodded. “I do, too, sometimes. Dream things. But no one’s going to leave you here, kid. We like the idea of being affiliated with a Jedi. Makes us seem more important than we really are. We need you for that. You up our street cred.”


Ezra smiled. “Thanks, Zeb.”


Predictably, Chopper was furious at Ezra for getting his laundry to him late. “Calm down,” Ezra said. “Sabine didn’t tell me until a few minutes ago. Did Zeb bring our hamper down already?” Chopper snarled, and Ezra grimaced. “Ugh. Really? He picked through my clothes and just brought his own?” Then he thought about it. “Well, I guess that’s worse for him than it is for me. Tell him hands off my clothes next time!”


Chopper’s pincers snapped wildly at him, growling for Ezra to “handle his own shavit.” Ezra jumped back out of the way of the claws.


“Someone’s in a bad mood. Goodbye, Chopper.”


When he got back to the common room, the whole crew was there, sitting around the table enjoying a retelling of one of their early adventures with Zeb. As usual, he had embellished, and was now up to fighting off twenty stormtroopers single-handed. Ezra just watched them for a moment, unnoticed, and smiled to himself. It was hard, in moments like this, to think of being abandoned like he always feared, and he hoped that someday, that fear would go away entirely. Sabine looked up and caught sight of him, and when she smiled softly at him, he felt like he had no fear at all.


Chapter 6
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Before dinner, Hera sent Ezra down to the engine room to run diagnostics with Chopper. No amount of groaning or bargaining could get him out of it, so he reluctantly trudged down there with the droid. Plugging Chopper into the Ghost’s mainframe, he crossed his arms and waited.


After ten minutes, with Chopper grumbling about the ship under his breath, soft footsteps approached them. Ezra looked away from the computers to see Sabine enter the room. She’d changed into more casual clothing, a loose top and pants, that she wore only when she felt one hundred percent safe. Technically, Interdictor-class Star Destroyers could still yank them out of hyperspace and into a surprise lightfight, but Hera didn’t expect to find any Imperials along their path. So the crew could feel as safe as they ever did.


“Having fun?” Sabine asked with a glance at Chopper.


“Oh, yeah, absolutely,” Ezra said, uncrossing his arms and resting one hand on Chopper’s dome. It whirled around until the droid’s photoreceptor pointed at him, a kind of And what exactly do you think you are doing, sir? Ezra patted the droid. “Just bonding with Chopper here. My favorite.”


The computer beeped, and Chopper withdrew his jack. For a moment he was quiet, crunching the numbers.


“You’d think he’d be happy,” Sabine deadpanned. “Getting to put his jack into a computer.”


Ezra raised his eyebrows, shocked by the joke. “Do droids…?”


“Anyway,” Sabine said, “Chop, dump the report to my personal datapad.” She held it up. “We’ll go through the diagnostics. You take some time off.” Crouching down next to him, she caressed his dome in a way that made him practically purr. As he tootled off, Ezra said,


“You may be the only one he doesn’t hate, besides Hera.”


Sabine shrugged. “Maybe he just hates men. I can’t blame him. Men are ridiculous.”


“Present company excluded, I’m sure.”


“No, you’re definitely ridiculous.”


Her datapad beeped, indicating receipt of the report. Sabine draped her arms over Ezra’s shoulders, and his hands instinctively went to her waist.


“So,” she said. “I’m getting very good at finding ways to get you alone.”


“That you are,” he conceded. “Is it a competition? I didn’t realize.”


“Everything is a competition with me. You should know that by now.”


“Oh, I do. Just was checking to be sure.”


A little laugh escaped her as she smiled, and she tilted her head. Ezra took the invitation and kissed her. He didn’t think there would ever be a day, or a moment, where he would not take that invitation.


“This won’t last long,” he said. “Hera is going to figure out what we’re up to.”


“Nothing indecent,” Sabine said, then lowered her voice further. “At least not till tonight.”


The thought made his face flush. “You know, it’s really very difficult to sneak out of my cabin,” Ezra said. “Zeb has incredible hearing – ”


“All right,” she interrupted with a shrug. “Don’t come, then. Spend your night with Zeb. He seems very cuddly.”


“Maybe I don’t need cuddling.” Ezra’s fingers had tightened on her waist, and they were standing so close together, completely in each other’s space, his head full of her presence.


“Ezra, you would cuddle everything in the galaxy if you had the time,” Sabine said. “Don’t lie and pretend you don’t want to cuddle.”


“Not with Zeb.”


“I bet Chopper’s cuddly.”


“Chopper is not cuddly.”


“I could get you a puffer pig if you got lonely.”


“That’s a sweet present, but no.”


Sabine chuckled and nuzzled into him. Any minute, they would be discovered, and they would have to let each other go.


“Kiss me,” she whispered, and he didn’t hesitate, crushing his mouth to hers and wrapping his arms completely around her. Time stretched on, with no interruptions, no intrusions. He slipped his hands under her shirt and up, moving them slowly against her skin so he could take the time to really feel her, really touch her. She let him caress her, adjusting so he could put his hands where he wanted.


“This okay?” he murmured. Sabine nodded.


It was so quiet down in the engine room, just the hum of machinery and the engine itself. Ezra knew that time was ticking, though, and any minute they’d have to stop so as not to arouse suspicion. Finally, when he sensed they’d been gone long enough, he took her face in his hands and kissed her one last time.


“You’d better get back,” he said. “I’ll finish up down here.”


“All right.” At his waist Sabine had her fingers between his belt and the fabric of his pants, index fingers hooked over the leather, and he immediately missed her hands when she pulled them away. “Later.”


With that, she gave him a kiss on his nose, and it was so surprisingly tender and unexpected that it made him smile and look at her in such a way that she rolled her eyes and shook her head.


“Don’t look at me like that,” she muttered, turning away to leave the room.


But, when he reviewed the image of her in his mind after she’d gone, he thought maybe she looked just a tiny bit pleased.


As the crew started drifting off to their cabins for the night, Sabine’s eyes met Ezra’s. He knew what that look meant:


Meet me.
It was an hour away. Somehow, he was supposed to lie in his bunk by himself for an hour, waiting for that time. Meditating didn’t feel like the right thing to do. So instead, he stared up at the ceiling, hands linked behind his head, and thought about the Incom mission while he listened to Zeb’s gentle breathing. Every few minutes he brought his wrist to his face to check his chrono, only to sigh and put his hand behind his head again. Funny, how the entire day had gone by in a flash, but now, time moved painfully slow. He was tired – fatigued, really – after the night before with the outpost, and he’d only grabbed a couple hours of extra sleep in the late morning. But he feared that if he closed his eyes, he might miss this rare opportunity to be with Sabine alone.


Finally, his chrono read five minutes till. He could wait no longer. He slipped quietly out of his bunk and tiptoed out of the room. Zeb didn’t even stir.


The ship was silent, lights down low for nighttime, but Ezra still took care not to make any noise. When he got to Sabine’s cabin, he took a breath and gently tapped on the door. She didn’t answer right away, and as he waited, he blew out his breath and instinctively pulled at the loose sleep shirt he wore. He shook his head at himself; never before had he felt the need to make himself look good for her. (Well. Any more than he already tried.) Their night on Yavin 4 flashed through his mind.


Sabine answered after only a few moments. She ushered him in right away and shut the door behind him.


“You’re early,” she said.


“I couldn’t wait.” Ezra gathered her into his arms and breathed her in. Leaning back only as far as he had to, he kissed her, slowly, savoring it. Sabine’s hands dropped from his shoulders and slid under his shirt, along his bare skin. His muscles jumped at her touch, and a shiver raced over him.


“You’re shaking,” she said.


It embarrassed him that he was, but the room just felt so charged, everywhere she touched him already oversensitive. Being so tuned into the Force made intimacy so intense that part of him wished he could shut it down, so he could get a grip on himself.


“It’s just…this…” he admitted. “All of this…you… I don’t want to let you down or disappoint you.”


Sabine linked her hands behind his neck. “You could never do either.” Ezra smiled and reached up to rub her arm. “You know,” she said, a quiet note of musing in her voice, “I still remember when you were just a scrawny kid. A loth-rat with a crush. How you’ve changed.”


“Yeah, now I regularly push boulders into place with my bare hands,” Ezra replied with a grin.


Sabine rolled her eyes. “I wouldn’t say regularly…” Then she turned them around and shoved him up against the wall. “Magic powers or not,” she said, “I could still take you any day.”


Ezra’s eyes widened. She had a good grip on his shirt and had him pinned against the wall. “I’m not arguing,” he said. “I know you can.”


Sabine laughed quietly into the side of his neck. Then she kissed it, working her way back to his lips and making him shiver again. “So,” she murmured. “What do you want to do?”


Ezra was so shocked by the question that all he could reply with was, “Uhh…” There was no way she didn’t know exactly what he wanted to do.


She laughed again, the way she always did when she teased him. Soon, she was pressing him harder against the wall, and then –


“I need you,” she breathed, and it was almost as if she didn’t mean to say the words out loud. It electrified him, that anyone could need him in this way. He pulled back a little to look at her, into open, sincere eyes. Her cheeks had a hint of pink blush on them, probably embarrassment that she’d admitted something so private and emotional. He’d known where this would head – had gone to her cabin expecting exactly that – but that didn’t mean he didn’t feel nervous, especially when he felt her nervousness, too, over their bond.


“I’m here,” he said. His hand drifted down to the bottom of her sleep shirt as he kissed her again. He tried to be soft, but it was difficult to hold back.


“We can’t do this, you know,” Sabine whispered, her lips still so close to his. “It’s not a good idea with everyone around.”


“No, I know,” Ezra agreed, but he still felt a wave of disappointment.


“I want to.” She put her arms around his neck again to pull him closer. “Do you? Do you want to try it again?”


“Very much. But you’re right, we – ”


With that Sabine turned him away from the wall and moved him backward toward the bunk, arms tight around his neck and lips on his. Ezra went down easily, pulling her along with him, and tugged her top up and over her head. His fingers grazed her skin, but he didn’t have more than a second to process it before Sabine was moving on to his shirt to discard it. As her hands ran up his sides, he felt something change in him, something that allowed him to finally start to let go and be completely in the moment, without worry or fear or anxiety about how she felt or what he felt or performance. Her urgency heightened his, until, unable to handle the anticipation and the wait any longer, Ezra turned her over onto her back and kissed her, wondering dimly in the back of his mind what had happened to his Jedi control. Sabine said she needed him; well, he felt the exact same way. He needed to feel her body against his, her skin on his, and that emotional connection that was so uniquely theirs.


He didn’t sense pain this time, only relief. It was the same relief he himself felt at finally being able to be intimate with her after what he knew was, realistically, not that long of a time, but had felt like ages with all the obstacles in their way.


“You okay?” he asked quietly, brushing his fingers across her temple. “I don’t have to keep going. If you don’t like…if you – ”


But Sabine’s response was to cut him off with a kiss so intense he could barely breathe. Ezra whispered her name over and over, unable to help himself. He allowed himself to touch her, to feel all of her, outside and in. Her thoughts and feelings reflected his over their bond, flowing back and forth to one another. This time, with the connection established from the very beginning, Ezra was able to sense her reaction to each thing he did, each move he made, feeling whether it worked or not. He was so acutely tuned into her, focusing more on her than himself, that he immediately picked up on the change in her breathing the second it happened. Her breaths turned shallower, and her hands tightened on his upper arms, nails digging into his skin. And it stopped his own breath in his chest to see her like that, so completely open and vulnerable to him. Her feelings, and what she was feeling, almost overloaded his sense of her in his mind. What he felt from her was like trying to desperately cling to a rock in a vortex, and his control began to falter. Ever since Yavin 4, he’d been wound so tight, and even in the cave and the shower, he’d been holding on, holding back, and refusing to give in. Now, though, as he closed his eyes and touched his forehead to her cheek, he felt himself completely let go, her pull on him too strong.


“You’re perfect,” she whispered in his ear, and he didn’t agree with her, really, but it was the softest thing she’d ever said to him, and he filed it away to the place in his mind where he stored his most treasured memories, to come back to over and over again.


Ezra’s hand slid under Sabine’s back and he tugged, pulling her onto her side with him. This wasn’t really how he’d expected all of this to go, with him in control and taking the lead, and her following him. She was a far more dominant person than he – typical of both their respective backgrounds. But she did let him lead, let him clench his fingers on her back and in her hair.


Until she didn’t anymore.


Without warning, Sabine pulled him up with her and put her hands on his shoulders. She held onto them, and it was intoxicating to him, how she trusted him with all of this. How much she trusted him. Her hands moved from his shoulders to cup his jaw. Then she said what he hadn’t expected to hear for a long time. Her lips were on his, and she only spared one breath to say it:


“I love you.”


Ezra tore his lips from hers and stared at her, mouth slightly open in surprise. It broke him completely, to hear those words from her, and the look on her face when he looked into her eyes after she said it was something he knew he’d remember the rest of his life.


“Sabine…” he whispered. But she just gave him a small smile and kissed him again. Ezra pressed her back down to the bed again, breathing quick and deep through his nose as he had no desire to take his lips from hers. His right hand shot out to meet hers, intertwining their fingers, while his left gripped the sheet above her head. Sabine’s bright presence in the Force blotted out every other thing in his perception, and it was so brilliant that he couldn’t sense anything else. This, he thought with amusement, might be the real reason Jedi weren’t supposed to have romantic relationships: intimacy was too overwhelming. He had little room in his head for other thoughts, but after that one came a brief flash of concern that the others might somehow be aware of what was going on right now. They weren’t exactly…being completely silent like they had meant to be.


Finally, when he could no longer keep his lips on hers, he ducked his head to her shoulder, his eyes squeezed shut. Her free hand, the one not holding the one he was clenching, reached up to run over his shoulder and down his arm. At the foot of the bunk, the sheet and bedspread lay in a twisted heap. Breathing hard, in time with her, he opened his eyes. Then, pressing a quick kiss to her jaw, he relinquished his grip on her hand and the sheet.


“You’ve got a good grip there,” she said.


He blushed immediately and swiped at the sweat on his brow. “I’m sorry. I hate losing control.”


Sabine smiled. “It’s okay. Only teasing you. I think you’re supposed to lose control for this. You all right?”


Outwardly, he laughed, but inside, he was struggling to calm the whirlwind of thoughts and feelings in his mind. “It’s not like there are Jedi meditations for sex.”


Sabine turned them onto their sides, tangling her legs with his. “I mean it,” she said, cupping his cheek before brushing her knuckles back over his scars. “I love you.”


Hearing it again was more than he could handle right then, after the intensity of what had just happened.


“I love you, too,” he said in awe, barely able to breathe as he looked into her eyes and heard those words again. “I love you so much. I…I don’t feel worthy of you.”


“You’re a Jedi and a good person, Ezra,” Sabine said. “You’re worthy of anyone.”


Ezra looked down. He didn’t always feel that way. He felt like the kind of person people left. So many in his life had abandoned him, and while he knew his Ghost family never would, the fear still lurked there sometimes, deep down.


“If something ever happens to me…” he asked, and paused a moment. “Will you wait for me?”


Sabine gave him that gentle smile he only saw from her in private. “Of course.”


Ezra nodded, hoping she wouldn’t ask anything further about it. She didn’t. Instead, she propped her head up on her hand.


“So,” she said, a note of curiosity in her voice, “what’s it feel like for you? With the Force?”


Ezra huffed out a short breath and smiled. “Well, I can feel everything you’re feeling. Plus what I’m feeling, too. So…pretty good.” He left out the details. She probably didn’t want to know them.


“Is that normal?”


“I don’t know. Jedi aren’t supposed to get involved with anyone, so I’m pretty sure there’s nothing in the texts about it. But, given that Jedi can sense others’ emotions and feelings, I guess it’s not too much to extrapolate that that would apply to physical stuff, too.”


“And the bond that opened between us?” Sabine asked. “What do you think about that?”


Ezra took her hand, twining their fingers and adjusting his hand until they slotted together just right. “I don’t think that is normal,” he answered quietly. “And I don’t know why it happened. Technically, you shouldn’t be able to sense anything about me since you’re not Force-sensitive. But we’ve known each other so long, and we work together really well and know things about each other intuitively…” He shrugged. “I guess that could have touched some part of the Force I’m unaware of.”


“We touched something,” she commented dryly, making him smile again. He sighed and pillowed his head on her chest. Sabine wrapped her free arm around him, cradling him, and her fingers played with his hair. “Have you ever looked ahead?” she asked. “Far ahead.”


Ezra’s eyes closed on their own, drowsiness stealing deep and tempting over him. “Mm. Not really. I try to avoid that stuff. I don’t really want to know. I mean, I get feelings about things…” He paused, not wanting to think about the near future. “But I don’t go looking for it.”


“So…us…”


His eyes flew open. She wasn’t asking…she didn’t sense…? He approached the question delicately, not wanting to give away his feeling that they would be separated.


“I never saw us together, if that’s what you mean. But,” he hurriedly added, “I wasn’t looking for it. I knew I wouldn’t see it.”


Sabine’s hand stilled in his hair. “Why not?”


Ezra smiled and turned his head to press his forehead against her chest. “Because I knew my emotions would cloud my judgment. I wanted it, so of course I would see it.”


Sabine chuckled. “Well, that’s the answer to my question, then.”


It might not have truly been, but Ezra didn’t think he could handle telling her the truth. And anyway, it was just a feeling. Maybe it wouldn’t actually come true.


Not that he believed that for a second.


They readjusted, with her moving onto his chest and him wrapping his arms around her.


“A few nights ago, you did say something, though,” Sabine recalled. “You said you saw our future.” She shifted, and he looked down, into her eyes, squinted with thought. “What did you see?”


Ezra blinked in surprise. He’d never expected her to ask that. “I saw…” His heart began to beat faster. How was he supposed to tell her this? He didn’t want to scare her off. The future was always in motion, Kanan said, so even though he’d seen it, that didn’t mean it would truly come to pass. Or that he’d interpreted it correctly. It could’ve been someone else’s home, someone else’s kid, for all he knew. Visions are difficult, Kanan had said. Almost impossible to interpret. Wetting dry lips, Ezra continued, “Us together. On Lothal.”


“Sounds nice.”


“Yeah. It was.”


But she knew him too well. Knew he was holding back. “Anything else?” she asked mildly.


“Loth-cats, a house – ”


“I’m not asking how many cats we’re going to have.”


Ezra stopped short. He was holding her way too tensely in his arms. “I saw a family,” he admitted.


“Family,” she repeated, looking up at him again. He stared back, letting her scrutinize him. Knowing she somehow already knew that was what he was going to say.


“Yeah,” he replied. “And I’ve got a job as a psychic – ”


She cut him off right away. “Very funny.”


“I thought so.”


Sabine was not humoring him this time. “You want kids?”


That just made him feel uncomfortable, and totally out of his element. It also struck panic into his heart. He was only eighteen; he was way too young to be thinking about these things. “Not something I’ve ever thought about,” he answered.


“Me, neither.”


Ezra shrugged. “It’s just a vision. Doesn’t mean it has to come true. The future always changes, depending on our actions and choices we – ”


“How far away is this?” She arched a brow. “Do I need to get another shot or something?”


Ezra’s eyes went wide. “What?! Shavit, are you – ”


“No, no, no.” She waved him off. “Come on. Can you see Kanan and Hera’s faces if you got me pregnant in the middle of the fight against the Empire?”


“Ugh.” He tilted his head back on the pillow.


“So? How long do I have before I have to tell my mom she’s going to have a mixed Jedi-Mandalorian grandchild?”


“Ha. Quite a while. Nothing to worry about. Or talk about. Anymore. Yeah. I’m good.” He stifled a yawn. “We should get some sleep. I’ll have to go soon enough.”


“Right.”


Ezra closed his eyes and took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. He focused on the moment and everything about it, etching it into his memory. The smell of her pillow, the feel of the recirculated air in the cabin, her damp skin against his. Because that day would come, when they would be separated, and he didn’t know for how long, but he wanted to be sure he had the memory of her in his mind for however long it took to get back to her.


That, at least, was a part of the future he knew he could count on with absolute certainty.


Chapter 7
Chapter Summary


Nightmares and a mission that goes wrong.


Sabine had a mini holoprojector she’d been tinkering with, and she got it out, fiddled with it, and switched it on. The night sky they’d been looking at before infiltrating the outpost flashed up on the ceiling. Putting the projector on the ground, she turned onto her back, head on Ezra’s shoulder.


“Tell me what you see,” she said.


Even though Ezra was tired, there was no way he would pass up the opportunity to spend more of his waking hours with her. So, he obliged and drew a triangle in the air, tracing the constellation. “The Well,” he said. “The Princess and the Archer met there in secret to carry out their affair.”


“Salacious.” Sabine rolled onto her side, into him. “You smell good.”


“I showered.”


Sabine growled. “That is such a guy response.”


“I’m sorry,” Ezra said, stroking her hair. “I’m just so excited to have confirmation that you know what I smell like.” She chuckled, clearly remembering that moment from their early days together.


“I forgive you. But next time, it’s a punch.”


“I don’t doubt it.”


She yawned and closed her eyes, her head now on his chest. Her knee pushed between his, further pressing them together as she apparently decided to use all of him as a pillow. “Tell me something else.”


“The Well has magic water. It’s enchanted so that as soon as the Princess drank it, she didn’t think the Archer had any bad lines or poor attempts at flirting and instantly fell madly in love with him.”


Sabine yawned again. “You’re full of it.”


“I know. But he did have some pretty good lines.”


“Mm.” She sounded as tired as he felt. “Night, Ezra.”


“Goodnight, Sabine.” He, too, closed his eyes, and he rested his cheek on her soft hair as his fingers continued to play with it. This, he thought, would never get old.


Never.


It was his parents again. Reaching their hands out to him for help, but he couldn’t help them. The Grand Inquisitor. Darth Vader. Ahsoka dying. The Ghost blowing up while he was somewhere else, helpless, watching as his family exploded with it and they cried out for him. Being left somewhere, alone. His lightsaber breaking in a shower of sparks, and finding out there truly was nothing special about him after all.


His family turning their backs on him.


He couldn’t wake up. He kept trying, but he couldn’t wake up.


Thrawn cut his bound and kneeling family down with his own blaster and a squad of stormtroopers, and Ezra woke with a gasp. Sabine startled awake next to him, sitting up with him and putting her hand on his shoulder as his chest heaved. A cold sweat covered his body, freezing him in the cool air.


“What is it?” she asked calmly. “Are you okay?”


Ezra swallowed and nodded, looking down at his shaking hands and running a quick Jedi meditation over in his mind to calm himself and his breathing. It was what he did every time he had one of these awful nightmares.


“I’m all right,” he said. “Just…nightmares.”


“Do you want to talk about it?”


This time, Ezra shook his head. “No. Not really.” Taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, he lay back down. Sabine lay close to him, her arm across his chest and hand holding onto his other shoulder. He stared at the underside of the bunk above while he ran his fingers mindlessly up and down her forearm.


“You’re safe, you know,” Sabine said as she tightened her arm on him. “With us. You never have to be afraid.”


He let out another breath and nodded. He knew that. But no amount of knowledge could ever stop the nightmares. They came from a place deep inside him, and he didn’t see them ever going away.


Sabine reached up to his face and turned it toward her. “Let’s get your mind off it,” she said, and when she kissed him, his mind did disconnect from constantly replaying the nightmare over and over. He desperately needed the distraction, and he wondered how he’d gotten through all the other nightmares before, alone, not wanting to wake Zeb and tell him, not wanting to ask for comfort from anyone even though they would have gladly given it. Her touch soothed him, forced his mind away from the darkness. Yes, he should probably talk about the nightmares more. Everyone knew, but Ezra didn’t choose to go into them with anyone except Kanan, and even then, only rarely anymore. He wanted Kanan to think he had things under control. Kanan knew still, of course, but the illusion made Ezra feel better.


Sabine would never push it. He’d talk to her one day when he was ready, when he could truly talk about these things without feeling panic and fear. For now, he simply kissed her until he could no longer think or overthink or overanalyze, until they were both too tired to keep their eyes open any longer. Then he tucked himself into Sabine’s side, and the last thing he realized before succumbing to sleep was that his hand lay over her abdomen, fingers splayed.


Sabine took his hand and intertwined their fingers, and he fell deep asleep.


As usual, Ezra left Sabine’s cabin in the early hours of the morning to return to his. He didn’t know what time they’d gotten to sleep the first time, or what hour it had been when he’d had the nightmare. Now he was awake again. He was going to be pretty tired once he got up for good. Neither of them had gotten all that much sleep, truth be told.


The door to his room misfired and slammed shut before bouncing back open again. Zeb woke with a snort.


“Wassat?” he mumbled, blinking his eyes open. Then he narrowed them. “Kid? Whut you doin’ up?”


“Nothing,” Ezra said. “Go back to sleep.”


Zeb groaned and turned over in his bed. “You make a lot of noise for such a scrawny human.”


“Thank you. I’ll take that as a compliment.”


“Wasn’t meant as one.”


Ezra climbed up to his bunk, picked up a data disk lying near the wall, and pelted it under his bunk and into Zeb’s.


“Ow! Bugger.”


“The Force works in mysterious ways.” Ezra pulled his sheet and bedspread over him. “Night, Zeb.”


“Jus’ go to sleep,” Zeb mumbled. “Dunno what you’d be doing in the middle of the night anyway.”


Ezra looked up at the ceiling where Sabine’s artwork was of him and Zeb, and he smiled at the memory of her last kiss. “Having a lot more fun than you.”


“Doubt it. Was dreaming about stormtroopers…”


With that, Zeb was out, and Ezra closed his eyes, too, and drifted off.


“What’s up with you this morning?” Kanan asked Ezra as he yawned over a cup of caf.


“Hm? Oh, nothing.” Ezra took a sip, then made a face. “Who made this? It’s awful.”


“Sabine did. Seems she made it extra strong.” Kanan stared disconcertingly, and Ezra returned the stare coolly, doing his best to project innocence.


“Don’t look at me like that,” he said. “I haven’t done anything.”


“Mm.”


“Who made the caf?” Hera asked as she walked in. “It’s terrible.”


“Sabine,” Kanan answered. “Seems the children here are a little tired this morning.”


Ezra narrowed his eyes. “You know, I’m legal on – ”


“I hear you guys have been insulting my caf?!” Sabine burst out, cutting Ezra off as she stormed into the common area. “You people have a problem with it, you can make it yourselves.” She looked about ready to start breaking limbs. A byproduct, Ezra knew, of her lack of sleep. He’d been the recipient of that ire multiple times in the last three and a half years, and usually it scared him, but this time, he found it amusing given that he was the cause of her tiredness.


After glaring at everyone, Sabine stalked off back to the galley. Kanan jutted his thumb toward her.


“You know anything about that?” he asked Ezra.


“Like she talks to me about her moods?” Ezra replied.


“Kids,” Kanan muttered.


“Agreed.”


Hera glanced around for a moment. “Anyway…” she said. “We’re coming up on Fresia here in a few hours. Let’s take this time to go over the mission again and get ready. Hopefully this’ll be a quick one.”


---


Hera communicated with the Alliance agent on the ground when they exited hyperspace at Fresia. The agent had infiltrated Incom Corporation six months ago and done the majority of the legwork to get the six engineers out. Now all the Spectres had to do was swoop in and grab them.


A rainstorm was in full swing when the Phantom II closed in on headquarters. Droplets pattered rhythmically against the hull, and in the distance, lightning flashed down. They could hear the following thunder inside the ship.


“Perfect,” Sabine snarled. “A wet mission. This day is not going my way.”


“And every day should,” Ezra said. She glared at him.


“Quiet down,” Kanan said, his hand on the back of Sabine’s chair. “Nice and easy. We’ll be out of here before you know it.”


“It is going to be cramped in here once we get those six people aboard,” Zeb commented. “And all of us are going to be wet.”


“Well, maybe you should leave,” Sabine said.


“Bet I can shoot more stormtroopers than you.”


“Bet you can’t.”


“Can we just stop while we’re ahead and hope there aren’t any troopers when we get there?” Kanan cut in.


“Hera’s contact said we’re all clear,” Sabine answered with a shrug. “We’ll be fine.”


The looming skyscraper came closer, eerily backlit by forked lightning. Ezra peered out at it, that uncomfortable flicker starting at the back of his mind.


“I do not have a good feeling about this,” he said. Beside him, Kanan was tense.


“I sense it, too. We need to be quick about this, people. They may already know we’re here.”


Ezra grabbed a handhold as the ship bumped its way down to the roof of the building, the familiar sensation of danger getting stronger the closer they got.


“Kanan…” he said.


“It’ll be all right,” his master replied. “We just need to be really quick. The Empire doesn’t know the exact timeline, but we should hurry.”


The craft landed with a thump, and Sabine got up from the chair. “Keeping the engines hot,” she said.


“Hera sent ponchos,” Zeb said, holding a stack of them in his hands.


“Ponchos,” muttered Kanan. “I can’t fight in a poncho!”


“I’d rather have wet fur.”


Sabine brushed by them. “Let’s just go.”


Ezra watched as she placed her hand against the ramp control to lower it. He didn’t like this.


“There they are,” Kanan, still at the viewport, said. Ezra joined Sabine at the hatch as the door opened and the ramp extended.


“Be careful,” he murmured.


“Always,” she replied, quirking a smile before putting her helmet on. She was still looking at him, but her face was now hidden. He hoped she couldn’t see the concern on his, as he was trying his best to mask it.


The Spectres left the ship and headed for the group of engineers waiting for them on the other side of the Phantom II. Within seconds the rebels were soaked through, rain pounding relentlessly down. Thunder boomed again, further increasing the gloom of the mission and Ezra’s premonition. Kanan began ushering the engineers along back to the Phantom II.


They’d barely gone a few steps before the roof door whipped open and a platoon of stormtroopers came out, already blasting. One of the engineers took a direct hit to the chest and went down. Kanan and Ezra lit their lightsabers, and Sabine was already returning fire. Zeb hefted the woman over his shoulder and ran back to the ship as the Spectres retreated.


The rain, though, slowed things down severely, and the engineers, dressed in work shoes, fought to keep their footing on the slick roof. Zeb returned from the ship to join the fray.


“Go!” shouted Kanan at the engineers. “A little faster, please!”


The stormtroopers advanced, having no trouble with the tricky terrain. The Jedi’s lightsabers sizzled where raindrops hit the blades.


It happened when there were only three stormtroopers left. The last engineer was just getting into the Phantom II, and Zeb was smiling as he bashed two troopers’ helmets together and dropped their limp bodies to the ground. Sabine faced the shuttle, helping the final engineer get settled.


Then she looked over her shoulder at Ezra, checking on him.


That was when a prone trooper on the ground raised his blaster and pointed it at her.


She didn’t see it. But Ezra did.


“Sabine!” he called, but it was too late. She turned just as the red bolt lanced into her side. “SABINE!” he screamed, her name tearing itself from his throat. “NO!”


He was by her side in a second, dropping to the roof, knees hitting hard. His lightsaber clattered away. She shoved her helmet off her head with a grimace and looked down at the wound as he gathered her into his arms and held her close. Another bolt came their way, this time slicing across his upper arm. He barely felt it.


“You’re all right,” he said. “You’re going to be all right. I’ve got you.”


“I can’t believe he shot me.” Even through the anger, he could hear pain, restrained but still there.


“It’s okay.”


“Is it bad?”


“No.”


“You’re a terrible liar. Always have been.”


“I should have been watching you.” Ezra’s voice was tight and high, and rain coursed down his face and under his shirt, chilling him to the bone. “This is not what I saw,” he whispered. “I didn’t see this. I saw us…happy.”


Through the Force, he could feel her pain, magnified with the special connection they shared. He sent her as much pain relief and comfort as he could. Grimacing, the waves of pain crashing into him over and over, he surveyed the wound.


I don’t know how to heal. Jedi powers, and I can’t heal.


Still, he put his hand gently over it and closed his eyes as he reached out to the Force. The rest of the world seemed to slow, and he searched through the tendrils of the Force to find the wound in it. It wasn’t hard to locate. But healing it? He knew very little about Force healing. He grit his teeth, determined to find a way to do this.


Zeb’s footsteps pounded up.


“We have to go,” he said. “Just heard comm chatter. Another platoon coming. They want those engineers bad.” Bending over, he scooped Sabine out of Ezra’s arms, easily pushing him away when he tried to hold onto her. The Force connection he’d made to her wound dissolved immediately, leaving him dazed. “C’mon, kid.”


Ezra picked up his lightsaber and stood, closing his eyes for a moment and letting the rain wash over him. Sabine had been hurt. He hadn’t been watching her, protecting her, and she had been hurt.


Actually…she had been trying to protect him, and she’d been hurt.


He swallowed. Regret and disappointment in himself pounded through him.


“Kid!” Zeb called. “Now or never!”


Opening his eyes, Ezra looked for the trooper who had shot her. The soldier lay where he had fallen, breathing hard, blaster limp in his hand. Ezra stalked up to him, igniting his lightsaber, and the stormtrooper dropped the blaster as he weakly raised his hands.


“Please don’t,” he begged, mechanical voice skewed with pain. “I was just following orders.”


“Why shouldn’t I kill you?” Ezra asked. “You tried to kill her.”


“Don’t. Please.”


Wrestling himself back under control, Ezra hit the button to shut the saber down. His hands shook, and his voice was gravelly when he spoke again. “I want you to remember this. Remember what you tried to take away. Remember me, and remember her.” He paused, teeth clenching together. “Remember that I spared your life.”


He started to turn away, fingers gripping the saber hard.


“That,” Kanan said from behind him, “is exactly why Jedi aren’t supposed to form attachments.”


Chapter 8
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Sabine recovers from her blaster wound, and she has a difficult conversation with Ezra. Kanan has some words of wisdom himself.
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Zeb cradled Sabine on the ride up to the Ghost. She was remarkably quiet for someone suffering a serious blaster wound, only occasionally groaning when a pocket of air bumped the ship. Her eyes stayed closed for the most part, although when they did open, it was to search out Ezra, sitting across from her and Zeb in the cramped shuttle.


When the Phantom II docked, Zeb rose first. Ezra followed him down the ramp and into the Ghost, leaving Kanan behind to deal with the engineers. By the time they got to the cockpit, Hera had made the jump to lightspeed.


“Sabine was hurt,” Zeb said. Hera swung around in her seat, then shot up and hurried over when she saw the three. “She needs a medic. Bacta strips won’t help this.”


“I know a sympathetic system close by,” Hera said. “Keep the engineers in the Phantom II. They can’t know about any of this.”


“Hold on, Sabine,” Ezra murmured, taking her hand as Hera relayed the orders to Kanan over the comm.


“It’s going to be okay, kid,” Zeb said. “She’s a tough one.”


Again, her eyes opened to seek him out, and he squeezed her hand.


---


None of them, save Hera, knew the name of the system, much less the planet. She wouldn’t let any of the crew inside the cockpit as she corresponded with someone on the ground. When the Ghost landed, Hera headed to the ramp with Zeb, Sabine, and Ezra behind. However, after Zeb exited and Ezra started after him, she put her arm up across the hatchway.


“I’m sorry, Ezra,” she said, and she truly sounded it. “I can’t let you. This is need-to-know only.”


“Yeah, and I need to know she’s going to be okay,” he retorted.


“She’ll be fine. She’s in good hands here.”


“Then let me go in place of Zeb. I can carry her.”


“You’re too close to this.” Hera was maddeningly calm. Maddeningly motherly. As Hera often was. “You can’t be impartial.”


“Same as I couldn’t be with anyone else on the crew,” Ezra argued. She didn’t reply. “Hera!”


But she just shook her head, her expression telling him how hard it was for her to do this to him. “I’m sorry,” she said again.


“I need to be with her!”


“You are with her. Don’t worry. Kanan said the wound looked much worse than it is, and he’s seen plenty. Zeb will take good care of her. He was protecting her long before you were.” Hera gave him a smile and reached out to briefly clasp his shoulder. “I’ll keep you updated where I can.”


The hatch shut in front of him, leaving him with his last glimpse of Sabine unconscious in Zeb’s arms.


They only stayed on the planet for one standard day. Ezra checked in on Sabine frequently over their connection, and that way, he was able to gauge how she was doing. From the feel of it, she had come through bacta treatment great and was well on her way to recovery. She would, however, still need rest and to take it easy. When the Spectres came back to the Ghost, Ezra was waiting.


“How is she?” he asked Hera as soon as the hatch opened. Zeb carried Sabine again, but she was awake and more aware of her surroundings.


“She’s doing a lot better,” Hera said. “We just need to get her back to her bunk and let her rest for a few days. Zeb, get her settled in. Ezra, tell the engineers we’ll be leaving soon.”


He nodded, his heart soaring to see Sabine with color in her face again. “On it.”


They were in the air and making for open space when he finished his task. Blowing out a breath, a smile on his face and his heart much lighter now, he headed to his cabin to look for something he hadn’t thought about in quite a while. Kneeling down in front of one of his two drawers, he pulled it open and began going through it. Before he could find the item, however, he felt Kanan’s presence behind him.


“Can we talk?” his master asked.


“Sure,” Ezra replied, but kept his attention on riffling through the drawer. Kanan’s Force sense was unsettled. Something hovered there, something Kanan really needed to talk to him about. And Ezra had an idea of exactly what it was. It could be nothing else.


“Ezra.”


The gentle admonishment made Ezra stop and let out a breath. Pushing the drawer closed, he stood and faced Kanan.


“I know what you’re going to say already,” Ezra said. “So can we just…not?”


Kanan shut the door and crossed the cabin to him. Ezra looked away. It wasn’t that he was ashamed; far from it. He just did not want to have this conversation.


“Ezra, you’re not in trouble,” Kanan said gently as he sat on Zeb’s bunk. “I just wanted to talk to you about what happened on Fresia.”


Ezra crossed his arms. “Oh?”


“It would be wrong of me to forbid attachments.”


“You didn’t seem to approve when we were on Fresia.”


“You don’t need my approval.”


“I don’t need your disapproval, either.”


“I don’t disapprove. I just want to warn you.”


Ezra frowned. “Warn me?”


“Yes. The Jedi Order strictly forbids attachments because, as you know, fear of loss can lead to the dark side.”


“And…Jedi are just supposed to stop their feelings?” Ezra asked. “How is that possible?”


“There are stories,” Kanan said. “Of forbidden romances. And the problems that happened because of them. The opposite of love is hate. You can see how easily things can go wrong.”


“I can, but how are we supposed to protect people if we don’t care for them? And are all attachments bad? What about animals?”


Kanan chuckled and shook his head. “I know. I have my problems with the Code, too. Forcing oneself away from attachment just because it’s forbidden by the Code also causes pain. Jedi have left the Order because of this. This, and other things.” Kanan stood from the bunk, and Ezra felt relieved that the conversation was over. “Look, Ezra, I’m not trying to tell you what to do. I don’t at all believe attachment is wrong. Obviously,” he added. “I just want you to be aware that the dark side can come at you in all forms, even the ones you least expect. You felt it then, when you confronted that trooper who’d shot Sabine. I could feel your turmoil and your anger. But you did the right thing, and I know you always will. Feelings, after all, are what make us human.” He briefly clasped Ezra on the shoulder. “You’ll be all right.”


After he’d left, Ezra turned back to his drawers again, running Kanan’s words over in his mind. At the bottom of the drawer, tucked away in a corner, was what he was looking for. It was a small, thinly stuffed pillow in the shape of a loth-wolf, with a cartoon drawing of the animal on it. It couldn’t have been bigger than a doll’s sofa cushion, and it didn’t even fill his palm. His mother had given it to him when he was six. Ezra remembered it clearly.


“To keep you safe, my sweet boy,” she’d said with a smile as she’d presented it to him. Little Ezra had taken it from her, joy lighting up his face.


“Always?” he asked.


“Always,” Mom said. “It will protect you when Dad and I can’t.”


“Why do I need protected?”


Mom sighed and crouched down in front of him. “Because you are good, and kind. Those are the ones who most need protection in this universe.” Reaching out, she brushed her thumb across his left cheek. “I love you, sweet one. Even when you’re big, you will always be my little boy.”


The memory popped, and Ezra came back to himself. His eyes were wet, and he dashed the back of his hand across them. It had been a very emotional couple of days. Pocketing the tiny plush, he left his cabin.


---


Sabine, lying in her bunk, opened her eyes when the door swished open, and she smiled a little in greeting. But just as quickly as it had appeared, it disappeared.


“Hi,” she said.


“Hi,” Ezra replied, taking a seat in the chair next to her. Zeb had put it there so they could all keep her company and watch over her while she recovered. Reaching into his pocket, Ezra withdrew the loth-wolf pillow and held it out. It had seemed like such a big thing at the time, when he was nearly seven, but now, in his eighteen-year-old hand, it seemed so small. “My mom gave this to me when I was a kid. She said it was supposed to keep me safe. It’s a loth-wolf. They have a connection to the Force. Well, had. They’re extinct now.”


Sabine took it from his palm and studied it. “Why are you giving this to me?”


“To keep you safe.” Feeling a little silly, Ezra looked down. “It’s just superstitious, but I’ve always kept it with me.”


“Thank you,” Sabine said, an odd note in her voice. “That’s sweet of you, Ezra.”


He nodded, blushing at her praise. “So how are you feeling?” he asked, taking her hand and leaning over to kiss her.


But Sabine turned her face away.


Cold dropped straight through him from his head to his feet, but he pushed it away, trying to ignore it. She was recovering from a shot to the side. She didn’t feel well. Of course she wouldn’t want to kiss him. His own blaster wound, although just a graze, suddenly burned.


“I’m okay,” she said.


She wouldn’t look at him. Now that he realized it, her hand was loose in his.


“What’s wrong?” Ezra asked.


“Fresia shouldn’t have happened.”


Ezra shrugged, assuming she was just annoyed at being injured – an extremely rare thing for her. “Everyone gets hurt.”


“Yeah, well, not me. And you were…I could tell…you were blaming yourself. Beating yourself up about it. Like you could have prevented it. It happened because I was distracted, because I was looking out for you.”


“We’ve always looked out for each other.”


“Not like this.” They were exactly her words from when they’d sparred on the ship, and she had gotten upset with him. When she turned her face back to his, his jaw clenched. Her eyes were wet. He knew, he just knew, somehow, instinctively, where this was heading.


“Sabine…” he whispered, but she shook her head.


“I’m sorry, Ezra,” she said, her voice just a breath. Now he shook his head, denying it.


“Sabine,” he said again. He felt numb. All of him was numb. Just getting words out was hard. “No. No, no. Don’t. Please don’t.”


“I have to,” she said. A tear slipped out and down her cheek, which was awful enough, but the look on her face, the pain, the regret, was even worse. Injured, recovering, without her makeup or usual bravado, hair dull and unstyled, not put-together like she usually was, it all made her look so small, so…vulnerable. And not in the way that she had been the last time Ezra had been in her room, so completely open and vulnerable to him, but in a way he’d never seen before. It wasn’t the openness of her heart, her mind, and her body to his, but a horrible vulnerability of all the wrong emotions. “We can’t do this.”


“No, no, don’t say that,” Ezra said, reaching out to brush the tear away. Please don’t say that. “We can do it. We just have to try harder.” He already felt like they were trying hard enough, but if it wasn’t enough for her, he would do more. Even more. Whatever she asked.


“It was too fast, too much…” Sabine said. “We both knew that.”


“I didn’t know.” Sabine’s hand lay limp in his, and while part of him focused on that sensation, he couldn’t deny the hurt he felt thinking about it. Thinking about being…rejected.


Abandoned.


Sabine frowned, just slightly. “Really, you didn’t? You didn’t think we should have talked first, or…something?”


“Of course I did,” Ezra said. “But it didn’t happen that way, but that was fine because it…it worked.”


He tried, too, to ignore the notes of desperation and fear working their way into his voice.


“Ezra,” Sabine said, voice firm. This time, her hand clenched his, but it seemed to be more reactionary than affectionate. “We need to go back to the way things were. We have to.”


“We can’t,” he insisted. “We can’t, we’ve… I love you, and I thought… You said that you loved me, too, and… We said we’d get through everything together…” Ezra shook his head. Nothing made sense right now. “Sabine, we’ve slept together!”


“I know. I know this is hard, but – ”


“Do you regret it now or something?”


“No, I don’t,” she said. How could she be so calm about this? “Of course not. This has nothing to do with that. That was…that was amazing, but we need to be realistic – ”


Ezra stood from the chair so fast it scraped back across the deck. His fists shouldn’t be clenching. He was a Jedi; he knew better. He was trained better. “I know what you’re doing,” he said. “I’m not stupid. I know you better than anyone. You’re afraid and blaming yourself, so you’re shutting me out and pushing me away. That’s not fair, and it’s not right.”


“It’s not that I want to do it,” Sabine said, fingers clutching the loth-wolf pillow, eyes shining. “I just think it’s best…safest…for us. This was one of the reasons I was afraid to move things forward with you, because I knew you would worry so much about hurting me, and you’d take it so hard if I did get hurt…” She paused, while he stared at her, waiting, his jaw still clenched. “I know what you’re thinking, but it’s not true. I’m not abandoning you.”


Ezra shook his head and turned away to leave her cabin. He was better than this. Better than how he was reacting and behaving.


“Are you okay?” she asked.


“No,” he said. “I’m not.”


“Ezra – ”


He pressed the closer, and the doors snapped shut behind him.


Chapter End Notes
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Kanan found him later in his cabin, curled over his knees with his back against Zeb’s bunk.


“Hey, Kanan.”


“What’s going on?” his master asked as he took a seat beside him.


“Sabine dumped me.”


“Ah. You okay?”


Ezra shook his head, pressing the heels of his hands into his eyes, trying to blot out the world. “I didn’t see this coming.”


“I know how that feels. She blindsided you.”


“Yeah.”


“I’m not surprised she did it. That’s Sabine. But that doesn’t make it any less difficult. What was her reasoning?”


“Fresia,” Ezra said. “Her getting hurt, me being too worried about her and trying – and failing – to heal her. She was afraid we wouldn’t be able to rely on each other anymore. That’s what she said when we were sparring a couple days ago, and she got mad at me. It all just got to be too much for her.”


Kanan didn’t answer, instead reaching out to put his hand on Ezra’s back.


“It’s like I lose everyone,” Ezra said, putting his forehead back on his knees. “Everyone around me leaves. I don’t know if it’s me or what I do or say or…what it is. But everyone goes. In the end.”


“We’ve stayed,” Kanan said.


“I know. But…Sabine didn’t.”


“She’s still here. Just not in the way you want her to be. It’s just going to take time. Do your meditations, focus on the Force, spar with me. Keep your mind off it. Hell, pull a prank on Chopper and Zeb if it’ll make you feel better.”


At that, Ezra cracked a smile. “I might just do that.”


---


Later in the evening, Ezra got into the shower to wind down and get ready for bed. As the water washed over him – lukewarm because Zeb had used it before him, and the Lasat was both greedy and high-maintenance when it came to bathing – he closed his eyes and leaned his forehead on the wall. It wasn’t that long ago that Sabine had joined him, taking him by surprise and giving them just a few minutes alone. The moment hadn’t even lasted five minutes, but he felt regret for not living more in it, instead being worried about this or that instead of just being with her. Being present, like he was supposed to be with the Force.


Unbidden, the images from the vision he’d had of him and Sabine together rose up in his mind. He focused on it, unable (and maybe a little unwilling, even if it hurt) to pull his mind away. They looked so happy. Could it have been a lie? Generated by his own fantasies of a life with her? A dream masquerading as a Force vision? He didn’t know anymore. He’d thought he was far enough along in his training to know the difference, to know when something felt right, and this did. It felt so real, as real as her body against his in the late hours of the night, when no one else was awake and it was just them, alone, together. There was so much happiness in it, in their house, their pets, their baby… The war was over, and it was just them.


Ezra sighed, the water cooling a few more degrees over him. He needed to finish up and get out soon, or he’d be cold and sad.


The door whisked open, and his ears perked up. It couldn’t be…? No. That was ridiculous. She’d just dumped him; why would she get back in the shower with him?


“Zeb.”


“Heh,” came the reply.


“Don’t you dare, don’t you dare, don’t you – ”


Flush.


Icy water came shooting out of the shower nozzle.


“Gah! Dammit, Zeb! Go!”


“Sorry, mate. Nature called.”


“And remember to clean your fur out of the drain next time!” Ezra yelled after him, but the door had already opened and shut again. Growling, he shut off the water and pulled his towel down to wrap it around his waist. He stepped out, dried off, and dressed, eying a new bottle of Hera’s favorite meiloorun-scented hand lotion on the counter. He was surprised she’d left it out in clear sight. It was rare the crew was ever someplace where they could get it, and she refused to let anyone else touch it no matter how dry their skin. Ezra’s toothbrush had a couple of Zeb’s hairs on it, and he groaned as he plucked them off. Sticking the brush in his mouth and toweling his hair dry, he left the ’fresher.


“Ready for bed already?” Kanan asked when Ezra entered the common area.


“Eh,” he said, about all he could get out around the toothbrush. Then he noticed Sabine was there, sitting next to Kanan at the dejarik table, pale but upright, her hand pressed to the spot where the wound lay beneath her clothes. It was the first time she’d left her cabin since Fresia two days ago. Ezra didn’t say anything, not sure what he really could say, and besides, he had the toothbrush in his mouth.


What he saw, though, was hurt in her eyes when he turned away, left the room, and went to the galley. (Although, really, what did she expect?)


It wasn’t that he needed anything to eat or drink – he was brushing his teeth, after all – but he needed to be away. It was still too fresh, and too soon, and he couldn’t bear looking at her or being around her. That being said, he was still vaguely tempted to reach out and brush her presence with the Force, see what she really felt about all of this. He would never actually do that, of course; it would be a gross violation of their trust. But all he was getting over their shared connection – because it was still going strong, despite him thinking it might somehow go away after they’d broken up – was turmoil. It compounded what he already felt about the situation and made him feel mildly sick to his stomach. It was just too much emotion for one person to handle.


Frowning, brushing too hard to distract himself from the unsettled Force sense, he paced the galley and cursed himself for being a coward and not facing her or shrugging it off. He was only delaying the inevitable right now, he knew. He had to cross back through the common room to get to the ’fresher. Now he wished he’d never left it and just headed straight to bed after he’d finished his nighttime routine.


When soft, slow footsteps padded up behind him, Ezra found himself surprised.


“Hey,” Sabine said tentatively.


“Hey,” he replied around the toothbrush, but he didn’t turn around. He wasn’t, after all, entirely sure he could face her.


“So…is this how it’s going to be?” Sabine’s voice was uncharacteristically quiet. Gentle. “You’re going to avoid me? Stop talking to me?”


Ezra turned around. “Sabine,” he said before remembering he still had the toothbrush in his mouth. He turned back to the sink, spat the paste out as discreetly as possible, and rinsed his mouth out. Then he faced her again. She looked sad, uncomfortable, worried, and her sense reflected that. He shrugged. “You dumped me,” he said. “I don’t know what you want from me.”


Sabine stepped up to him. “I want us to be friends,” she said. “For…for now. Then, after the war, when we have some time – ”


“What if I don’t have that kind of time?” he cut in. Shock flashed on her face. “I don’t know what the future holds for me, but it’s not going to be like yours and the rest of the crew’s. I’m a Jedi; I can’t just walk away from this. I’m going to be in it until my part is done.”


“And you think I can walk away?” she said. “I’m in this until the end, too. And I want you by my side.”


“But that’s the thing: you don’t want me.”


Sabine made a noise of frustration and shook her head. He knew that move. It meant not only was she genuinely frustrated, but she didn’t have a quick comeback.


“I didn’t say that,” she said.


“Actually, you did,” Ezra pointed out.


“I’m trying to protect you. Protect both of us.”


This time, he took a step toward her. “And what makes you think I need your protection? I’ve never asked for it.”


“We watch each other’s backs,” Sabine said. “That’s what partners do.”


“I can’t do this.” Ezra brushed past her, but she put her hand on his shoulder. He stopped immediately, unable to help himself and the way she drew him to her. He was helpless, utterly helpless, when it came to her. And maybe she was right: maybe that was the problem. They both were too weak for the other.


“Please,” Sabine said, her voice quiet again, eyes holding tears. It was then that he realized yes, this was hurting her, too, but she genuinely believed it was the best course for them. “I promise it’s not forever.”


“And what makes you think my feelings are going to just stop?” Ezra asked quietly, his hand coming up to cup her elbow. “We’re not just going to suddenly stop caring about each other because you’ve decided this is over.”


“Don’t,” she said, in the same tone he’d used in her cabin earlier. Her hand clenched on his shoulder, bunching the fabric of his shirt up. “Don’t.”


He didn’t. This was important to her, and he knew he had to back off. Because he loved her, and because she believed it was right, and he had to let her go right now because she wanted it. But he wanted…he wanted to hug her. He wanted to touch her more. It was agony not to be able to. This was a fear he’d had since the beginning, that he’d screw it all up and destroy their one chance to be together.


She’d said it wasn’t forever. She’d said she’d wait for him. For now, he would just have to count on that.
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Sabine’s world was a lot emptier without Ezra around. Now that they weren’t dating (or whatever someone wanted to call it), her world became a lot quieter.


It would be another two days before they’d reach Yavin 4 again, and Sabine did not relish the idea of being stuck on the ship with Ezra for that length of time. It would just be so awkward. Obviously, she hadn’t grown up in a “normal” environment (whatever counted for “normal” these days), so she hadn’t been through all the trials and tribulations of dating a schoolmate or learning about these things the way other people her age might have. She wasn’t sure what the protocol was supposed to be for a breakup, and in a way, she wished their relationship had taken a different course. She didn’t regret what had happened with him, no, but maybe if they’d taken things slower instead of going from first kiss to first time in a matter of hours, this wouldn’t hurt as much. Maybe if they’d stayed on that precipice of nearly being romantic, they wouldn’t be as emotionally invested. But they were now, and no matter how much she told her feelings to stop, they wouldn’t.


She still loved him.


It’s only been half a day. Of course you do.


Sabine felt like she was better than this, better than pining after him or moping around like a schoolgirl. She didn’t need anyone, after all; relationships were secondary, and Mandalorians tended not to make a big deal out of feelings. It was probably more accurate to say that while she didn’t need him, she wanted him. She wanted him in her life as a romantic partner, as someone she could share her life with who wasn’t just a friend. It had been fine until the last year, when she could no longer deny her feelings and just being around him and pretending like things were normal and platonic became almost painful. He had mostly stopped trying to flirt with her or impress her, and over time, she’d begun to think he wasn’t interested anymore. Which seemed okay at first…until it wasn’t. She found herself yearning for his touch, friendly though it was, her skin tingling whenever he did it and for minutes after. It embarrassed her, really, that she felt the way she did, because for so long, Ezra had been an annoying kid to her, a nuisance she was fond of, but he’d grown so much, in so many ways (and she had not missed what Jedi training did to his scrawny frame, though he seemed oblivious to the changes…which was probably for the best).


Putting her hands behind her head as she lay in her bunk, Sabine listened to the sounds of the ship at night and tried to parse out how she felt about all this and get herself back under control. Hera had talked to her about puberty and sex and boys years ago, but she hadn’t really gone into detail – even though she’d invited questions (that Sabine was thoroughly unwilling to ask, figuring she’d just figure it all out when the time came). In one of Sabine’s more memorable moments on the Ghost, she had actually overheard Kanan trying to talk to Ezra about it. Hera had made enough snarky comments to Kanan about his “younger days” to give Sabine a good idea of what he’d been like before Hera had come into his life. So hearing him try to give Ezra generic fatherly advice was both forehead-slapping and amusing. Until, of course, Chopper had rolled in, flashed up a very detailed diagram, and Kanan had scampered away and it had just become downright embarrassing.


The memory still made her smile.


All of this wasn’t helping, though. If she tried hard enough, Sabine could still smell a trace of Ezra on her pillow. Every time she was in her cabin, she thought about their two nights together. Two. It seemed so few, now that it was over. There had been a few others, but all they’d done was sleep, too nervous at the time about being together on the ship with the crew around. They’d never taken the steps between kissing and sex, and neither of them had initiated it, even though he had to have wanted it as much as she did. He had to be just as curious. But both of them had held back.


It hurt now, more than it had when she’d ended things, thinking of him being off-limits to her. No more kisses, no more touches, no more secret smiles, no more sharing a bed. What was the point of it, she wondered? Why was she forcing herself to stay away from him, when she wanted so badly to be with him?


This is for the best, she told herself yet again. Neither of us will get hurt this way.


But Ezra’s already hurt, her conscience broke in. More than you’ll ever be able to know. And you’re hurting yourself, too.


I’m trying to protect us. He’ll get over it.


Right, like he’s gotten over all the other people he’s lost or who have abandoned him?


Sabine growled and turned over onto her stomach, then hissed when a burst of pain shot to her wound. Closing her eyes tight, she grit her teeth against it. She wanted to curl up into a ball and go to sleep, but the wound prevented that.


Suddenly her eyes popped open as she remembered the connection she shared with Ezra. His disquiet had woken her up the first time they were back on the Ghost after their relationship had changed, and if she didn’t get her thoughts under control, she was pretty sure she would wake him up, too. And she did not want him to know this. She needed to keep it to herself.


Things would be fine. They had to be.


The next afternoon, Sabine ventured out again. Hera, Kanan, Zeb, and even Chopper had all stopped by her room in the morning to bring her food, keep her company, and ask her if she needed anything.


Ezra had not stopped by.


She didn’t blame him.


Part of the reason she’d stayed holed up in her room was because she didn’t want to see him again. She didn’t think she could bear it. Last night alone with her thoughts had been bad enough, but she’d felt more in control then.


This morning she’d awoken to find her connection to him blocked off. He was intentionally walling himself away from her.


People always said things like surgery hurt worse on the second day. Maybe breakups were like that, too, when you got over the shock and truly felt the pain of having your heart excised – even if you’d done it to yourself. Ezra had to feel the same way – worse, given that he was the one who got dumped, he was the one who’d been completely blindsided, and he was the one who’d been in love longer. He probably couldn’t face her the way she couldn’t face him unless it couldn’t be avoided. He wasn’t petty enough that he was “paying her back” or anything by not visiting her. He probably just hurt way too much, and even though she’d told him she wanted to revisit the idea again in the future, after the war was over, that sentiment probably held little weight for him. Maybe he was giving her space, too.


Part of her thought maybe he actually would visit, though; he was the kindest, gentlest soul she’d ever met, who cared no matter how much it hurt. It was one of the things she most loved about him.


But this, apparently, hurt way too much.


Sabine sat at the dejarik table playing a lackluster game with Chopper, her cheek on her fist, and let her mind drift from noise to noise. Kanan was reading something he didn’t seem to agree with, and Zeb was looking over his shoulder.


“This is boring,” Zeb said. “What use is reading the thoughts of some bloke who’s been dead five thousand years?”


“Not much, apparently,” Kanan replied. “His beliefs are very outdated.”


Zeb scoffed. “Yeah. Because he’s been dead five thousand years.” He stood and stretched with a yawn. “You should read something more interesting, Kanan.”


Kanan hmphed and otherwise didn’t reply. Hera walked in holding a datapad.


“Family meeting,” she said. Sabine looked up, and Chopper took the opportunity to cackle to himself and pull an illegal move. She sent him a frown. “Got a quick mission from Command. They need us to drop some relief aid off.” Hera looked around. “Where’s Ezra?”


Zeb did the same, turning his head to scan the room. “He was here just a minute ago.”


“He hasn’t been here in fifteen minutes,” Kanan said without looking up.


Fifteen minutes. Roughly the same time Sabine had entered the room.


“Well, someone find him, please,” Hera said. When no one made any effort to get up, she sighed. “Zeb, go.”


Grumbling, Zeb walked out of the room. “I’m not a babysitter,” he growled.


Hera turned her attention to Sabine. “Sabine, do you think you and Ezra can handle a relief mission? It’s just a simple drop-and-go. Take the supplies to the relief center, then come back up. Shouldn’t take more than a couple hours. Zeb will go, too.”


Hera had to know what happened with Ezra, so why was she asking?


“I’m not sure,” Sabine said truthfully. “I don’t think I’m fit for combat yet.”


“I just need you to pilot the Phantom II down, with Zeb and Ezra moving the supplies.” Hera’s voice softened. “I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t feel it was necessary.”


Sabine quickly looked away from Hera’s compassionate, knowing face. “Yeah, sure, it’s not a problem.”


Zeb trudged back in with Ezra in tow. Sabine punched a button on the game table to move her pawn. She half-hoped Ezra would do what he occasionally did when he walked by the table and Chopper was playing, which was to intentionally send one of the droid’s pawns to a bad space and give a small victory to the other, more honest player.


But he didn’t this time. Sabine stared at the table, fist clenching against her cheek.


“What’s up?” Ezra asked.


“Quick mission,” Hera said. “Need you and Zeb to go down to the surface of a small planet to provide some relief aid. Sabine will be piloting the Phantom II.”


Ezra didn’t reply for a short beat. “Can’t…someone else do it?”


Out of the corner of her eye, Sabine saw Hera’s fists move to her hips. “No,” she said. “This is your mission, and you will do it. Since when did bargaining for missions become standard around here? I assign it; you do it.”


Ezra didn’t reply, and Sabine didn’t dare look up. The tension in the room was painful. No one moved a muscle, until Chopper muttered something Sabine didn’t catch.


“Shut up, Chopper,” Ezra snapped.


“Ezra,” Hera chastised, as the droid just chuckled. Then – typical – he rolled over to Ezra, whacked him hard on the shin with his pincer, and zoomed out.


“Ow! I’ll be ready,” Ezra said tersely. “Just tell me when.”


Then he left the room, and the tension eased a bit.


“What’s wrong with him?” Zeb asked.


“Leave it alone, Zeb,” Kanan said.


Without another word, Hera left the way Chopper had, uncomfortable silence lingering behind her.


Chapter End Notes


I wrote a fic called The Talk, in which Kanan tries to give Ezra The Facts of Life, which I reference at the beginning! It was my first “Rebels” piece, and I am fond of it. 😊


Chapter 11
Chapter Summary


Zeb, Ezra, and Sabine go on an awkward mission together. Ezra makes a friend.


Chapter Notes


Big, huge chapter to make up for my 3-week-long absence. Enjoy!


-Sabine-


 


Gingerly, Sabine pulled on her bodysuit and armor, careful not to aggravate the wound. She winced anyway, the injury still tender. Why couldn’t Kanan have piloted? This was ridiculous.


Although, now that she thought about it, Hera was probably thinking that Sabine just wanted to jump right back into things. Which was true – or had been true in the past. Or, well, would be true had things not taken the turn they had with Ezra. Now Sabine was going to be stuck with him on a small craft for a couple hours. She wasn’t entirely sure if having Zeb there would make it better or worse. Zeb could easily ratchet up the tension of the situation with his snarky remarks, and Ezra was incredibly touchy these days.


And this is exactly why Jedi don’t have relationships, Sabine thought as she sat down in the pilot’s seat and started the ship up. This, and a thousand other reasons.


Two sets of footsteps approached behind her, Zeb’s heavy tread and Ezra’s much lighter.


“Ship prepped?” Zeb asked.


“Yup, coming online,” Sabine replied, flicking a few switches overhead. Behind her, the two strapped in. Instinctively, she sent her thoughts out to the place in Ezra’s mind that connected to hers…only to remember belatedly that he’d put a beskar door up in front of it, completely barring her from any sense of him. She glanced back over her shoulder, to see him adjusting gear under his seat and double-checking his lightsaber. It was like he wasn’t even trying, like blocking her came easy to him and required absolutely no effort on his behalf. Like he was just doing it in the background, unconscious, the way a ship constantly ran computer programs without anyone thinking about them.


Sabine grit her teeth, suddenly angry at him.


“All set,” she said, shoving the feelings and thoughts out of her mind. She keyed the comm and told Hera they were undocking the ship.


The ride down to the tan planet was completely silent, no one speaking a word until they got into the atmosphere.


“What’s up with you two?” muttered Zeb. “Usually we can’t get Ezra to shut up, and you haven’t said anything in hours, Sabine.”


“Maybe I don’t have anything good to say,” Ezra retorted.


“No one does,” Sabine said. “So let’s just all keep quiet.”


“Ugh,” Zeb said. “The sooner we’re done with this, the better. Teenagers. Last time I’m letting Hera stick me with you two on a mission. Least you can do is angst somewhere else. Somewhere I’m not.”


“You done, Zeb?” Sabine asked as they closed in on the landing site. She released the giant box of supplies from the bottom of the ship, then landed with an ungraceful thump. She smacked the opener for the ramp and hit the release for her crash restraints. “I’ll help you.”


“No way,” Zeb said, holding up his arm to block her way. “Hera said you’re to stay on the ship. You’re still wounded.”


“Zeb’s right,” Ezra said. He unstrapped and stood. “We’ll get the supplies to the center. You stay here.”


Sabine put her hands on her hips and narrowed her eyes at him. “Oh? And since when are you – ”


“I will handle the supplies myself,” Zeb snapped. He put a hand on Ezra’s shoulder and pushed him back down in his seat. “Anything to get away from you two.”


They both stared after him as he left the ship and headed to the supply box. The tension in the ship didn’t diminish at all, even with Zeb gone.


“So that was awkward,” Ezra said.


“You made it awkward.” Sabine returned to the pilot’s seat and sat down, watching Zeb make his slow, ponderous way to the relief center with the giant box in front of him.


“Being mad at each other isn’t going to help things any.” Ezra’s voice had lost all the fight, and now he just sounded defeated. “It’s just going to make things worse. I don’t even know why you’re mad at me.”


Sabine clenched her hands on the seat. “I’m not mad at you,” she said quietly, focusing hard on Zeb. The fight had left her, too. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”


“Then…why does it feel like you hate me?”


“I don’t hate you. I just can’t…deal with all this right now.” Outside the viewport, Zeb struggled with the malfunctioning repulsorlifts on the crate. “Hera has to know what happened. I don’t see why she put us on a mission together.”


“Because we’re partners.”


Sabine’s first instinct was to think it was a dig, a cruel reminder of the words she’d said to him when she’d ended things. But that was wrong, she quickly reminded herself. He was never cruel. He was simply stating the facts.


She took a deep breath and let it out slowly.


“How are you feeling?” Ezra asked.


“I’m fine. Doesn’t hurt.” It did hurt.


“Okay.”


Zeb continued to struggle with the crate, so Sabine got up from the chair. She kept her eyes ahead of her, anywhere but close to Ezra. “We should help him,” she said, and when she accidentally brushed past him in the cramped ship (even though she’d tried extra hard to not), something sparked in her mind, and it hurt. She left the ship as quickly as possible.


“Not doing so great, are ya, Zeb?” she asked when she walked up to him.


“Nice of you to come out and help finally,” he muttered. “Anti-gravs are broken on this thing.”


“Why bother when we have a Jedi?” Sabine said, motioning to Ezra as he joined them.


“Not this time,” he replied with a shake of his head. “Hera said no Force powers.”


Sabine rolled her eyes. “Of course.”


Zeb grit his teeth and lowered his shoulder against the crate, uselessly pushing against it one final time. “It’s no use. This isn’t going anywhere until we can get the repulsorlifts fixed.”


Sabine keyed her wrist comm. “Spectre Two, got a problem.”


“Go ahead, Spectre Five.”


“Repulsorlifts broken on the crate. We can’t move it.”


“I was afraid that thing wouldn’t hold up much longer. There’s a junkyard twenty kilometers away. I’ll send the coordinates to the Phantom. They should have parts to spare.”


“With what money?” muttered Sabine as Hera disconnected.


“We could trade Zeb in,” Ezra suggested.


“Ha,” Zeb replied. “More like we’ll trade in your good gear or Sabine’s makeup.”


“Very funny. Hera gave me some credits before we left. Let’s go.”


Ezra turned back to the ship, Sabine following, but Zeb didn’t move.


“Someone has to stay here with the supplies,” Zeb reasoned. “And I don’t want any more time alone with you lot.”


“He just keeps getting more pleasant,” Sabine said as she boarded.


“He’s got a point,” Ezra said. “We’re not exactly a garden of catnip.”


The phrase was so odd that Sabine shot him a look over her shoulder, brow arched. “A garden of catnip?”


Ezra shrugged, palms out to the side. “Yeah?”


Sabine shook her head and turned back to the control board. “That is just…so…”


He crossed his arms. “So what?”


“Quaint.”


“Well, what would you say?”


Settling her hands on the yoke again, Sabine lifted the ship up into the air. “I would say everyone has a blaster and we’re the only ones not firing.”


“Wow, that’s…violent.”


Sabine returned the shrug and eased the ship forward. “That’s me. Violent. Now where’s this junkyard Hera was talking about?”


“We’re still a ways out.” Placing a hand on the top of the pilot’s seat, he bent down to peer out the viewport, his face a handspan from hers. Sabine’s heart quickened, but not pleasantly. Not like before, when his very nearness set her heart alight. He was way too close, and it made her nervous.  


“Mind giving me some space?” she said tartly, the request coming out far sharper than she intended. Ezra jerked upright as if struck.


“Sorry,” he murmured. “I know you need…space.”


Sabine flushed, and to keep her feelings at bay, glared out the viewport. She hadn’t meant it like that. (Or maybe she had, and hadn’t realized it.)


“We’re coming up on it,” Ezra said after a few moments of heavy silence. His voice was so quiet, and she missed his usual personality. Ezra was easygoing, cheerful, and disarmingly charming, which was one of the ways he’d worked his way so easily into her heart without her knowing it. He occasionally had bouts of total seriousness, and while she respected them given that he was a Jedi, right now was not one of the moments she wanted him to be serious. It just made her feel so much worse.


“Should’ve sent Zeb to do this,” Sabine said in an effort to lighten the situation. “Can you see him trying to bargain for parts? Ha. He’d get us all blacklisted from this world.”


Ezra didn’t reply, and again Sabine reached out for that place in his mind where they connected.


Again, it was locked tight against her. Even tighter than before, actually.


Which made it hurt worse than before.


Sabine landed the ship a few meters away from some speeders, and they disembarked, wordless. A Toydarian fluttered around the yard, haggling with customers, being obsequious.


“Hello, lord and lady,” he said when he flew over. “Please call me Barshi. How may I be of excellent service to you?”


Sabine exchanged a glance with Ezra. “Something you’re not telling me?” she quipped.


He didn’t take the joke, instead turning his attention to Barshi. “We need some repulsorlifts, about four of them, weight capacity two to three hundred kilograms.”


The alien clasped his small hands together. “Ah, yes, yes, I have some of those, very good condition, perfect to serve you. Won’t you please come with me?” He put his hand on Ezra’s back to guide him further into the junkyard, around busted and used-up parts that didn’t look like they’d survive another day. Sabine followed.


“These, my friend, these are beautiful,” the Toydarian said when they stopped before a pile of dented repulsorlifts.


“These…don’t even look like they work,” Sabine said. Barshi chuckled.


“A Mandalorian,” he said. “Smart as she is beautiful. Deadly and cunning.”


“Right, all of the above. And about to get very angry right now.”


Barshi danced back in the air, hands held up in placation. “No cause for anger, my lady, no cause. Barshi makes excellent deals. The best junkyard in this quadrant. You won’t find better.”


Sabine jammed her fists onto her hips. “Your better is someone else’s melted scrap.”


Ezra’s hand strayed close to her, a warning to back off. “Sabine,” he said. “We’ll take four, Barshi. But we want them tested and in working order. No games.”


Barshi chuckled, clasping his hands together again. “Yes, lord, of course. Your beautiful companion has been very kind. She would make a lovely addition to this fine junkyard.” His bulbous eyes shifted to Sabine. “Are you hiring out your services, my pretty? I would make it well worth your while.”


Ezra stepped toward him, fists clenched. “She’s not.”


“No cause for anger, no cause,” Barshi said, once more placating. “Let Barshi get this order ready for you right away. Please, feel free to wait in my waiting room, or you can relax in your ship, if you like.” With that, he zoomed off, yelling in Huttese to someone in the shop a few meters away.


“Did you just get jealous of a Toydarian?” Sabine asked as they turned to walk back to the ship. She couldn’t help the slight smile on her face, and the fact that Ezra wouldn’t look at her made it grow.


“No,” he said. “I’m sorry, I wouldn’t have reacted that way if I knew you enjoyed being hit on by one.”


Sabine followed him up the Phantom II’s ramp, chuckling to herself. Ezra hit a few buttons on the console.


“Air-con not working on this thing again,” he said. “I’m going to sit outside.”


“Thanks for the update.” Sabine dropped into one of the fold-out seats and closed her eyes.


She could just hear Ezra’s barely audible sigh right before he walked past her and exited the craft. Opening her eyes, she tilted her head back against the wall and stared up at the ceiling. For a few moments, she tried to blank her thoughts entirely, until one got through.


You’re not helping things any, Sabine.


No, but she didn’t want to go out there and talk to him, either. He was irritable, she was irritable, what was the point?


You’re still friends. Remember that. That’s what you wanted to return to. This isn’t that at all. Fix it.


Growling to herself, knowing what the right choice was, she got up again and walked out into the sun. Blinking as her eyes adjusted, she looked around when she didn’t immediately spot Ezra. Then she saw him around the side of the craft, kneeled down next to a bushy red animal squeaking and burbling at him, thin pink tongue hanging out of a mouth with very long and sharp teeth.


“What the hell is that?” Sabine asked. The animal startled and growled at her, immediately going on the defensive.


“It’s a fox kit,” Ezra said, not looking up at her. “I think he’s lost.” He crooked his fingers and clucked at it, and it came prancing up to him. Then it jumped in the air with a yelp of pain. Barshi flew out of his shop on an intercept course, a long rifle slung over his small shoulder.


“Aha!” he said. “Got another one on the fence! Nuisances. Always trying to get in to lick the coating off the coils. It is like ambrosia to them!”


The Toydarian lined up a shot and squinted one eye shut.


“Hey!” Ezra jumped up and put himself between the rifle and the young animal.


“Ezra!” Sabine exclaimed, but he didn’t look over at her. Barshi twitched the rifle.


“Get out of the way, lord,” he said. “Need to dispense with this varmint.”


“No. He’s just hungry, and he’s just a baby. Leave him alone.”


The kit curled up on the ground, bushy red tail over its nose and hiding its eyes. Sabine could see it shaking, even from a couple meters away. Turning his back to the Toydarian and his rifle, Ezra bent and scooped up the kit, which squeaked at him some more.


“Come on,” he said to it. “Let’s go find your mom.”


He held the creature as if it were his own child, one arm low around its hindquarters and the other around its shoulders with its rear on his forearm. It placed its paws on his shoulder and gave a very small snarl toward Barshi as Ezra walked away, staring the Toydarian down.


Barshi shook his head and muttered something in Huttese that Sabine didn’t quite catch, and then he put his rifle against his shoulder again and flew dejectedly back toward his shop. Sabine trotted over to Ezra and the kit, now back on the ground and accepting chin rubs from a crouched Ezra.


“I think you ruined his day by making a friend,” she said.


“Barshi could use some more friends,” Ezra said. The kit practically vibrated with pleasure, eyes closed and face turned up toward the sunny sky. “I guess we all could,” Ezra added quietly.


Sabine didn’t know what to make of that, so she turned her back on it and walked back over to the Phantom. With a sigh, she gently lowered herself to the ground, careful not to aggravate the wound. Barshi was already going to make them wait awhile to work on the repulsorlifts, and now he had extra motivation to go really, really slow. Sabine draped her arms over her crossed legs and stared at the dry dirt of the ground below her, trying not to think.


Ezra’s laugh brought her head up. He was standing now, with the kit up on his shoulders looking proud of itself. As she watched, the creature made its same squeaky noises and patted its small black paws on Ezra’s head, eyes still closed as it soaked up the sun. Sabine smiled at the sight, something so sweet in the midst of war, so out of place. She was about to roll her eyes at the ridiculousness of it, when Ezra glanced over at her. The look on his face made her heart nearly stop in her chest.


His face was bright, genuinely happy, and he’d looked to her to share this moment, to see if she was enjoying it, too. He looked away quickly, while her eyes stayed on him. The kit trampled down his arm, and Ezra caught it in his hands, supporting it under its shoulders. It slung its long tongue out again and licked his cheek, and then its paw tapped Ezra’s scars, as if it knew something had happened to him.


“Yeah,” he murmured. “It’s not the best story.”


Sabine’s heart broke hearing that and watching the sadness take over his face at the memory. She remembered that day, when he and Kanan had come back from fighting the Grand Inquisitor, and she’d seen Ezra’s face torn up. She’d been the one to patch him up. Irritably.


Kid, what did you think you were doing? Well, at least you’ll have some impressive scars you’ll be able to brag about.


To all the girls, right.


Psht. Yeah. Alllll the girls you’re meeting these days. You’re still pretty short. Oh, don’t wince. It’s just antiseptic and doesn’t hurt that bad. Stop being a baby. You should see my biggest scar.


Where is it?


She’d let out a loud sigh and rolled her eyes. Keep dreaming, kiddo. Where’d you get this attitude, anyway? Stormtroopers in back alleys?


Actually –


Force, Ezra, I’m serious! Stop wiggling!


When she’d finished, he’d reached up and gingerly touched the small bacta strips holding the skin together. I suppose, he’d said in a quiet voice, they won’t be that obvious? He’d looked up at her then, as she stood with the medkit in her hands, and in that moment, he’d looked so small, so young. Innocent. Things like this shouldn’t be happening to him, she'd realized. He hadn’t asked for any of it.


I’ve got some makeup, she’d replied, uncomfortable with the moment and the vulnerability she was now seeing in him. Don’t know if I can match your shade, though. But I can make it look cute.


When Ezra had smiled at her, she’d known it was the exact right thing to say. It was what he needed to hear. He didn’t need pity. He needed… Sabine didn’t know what he needed, but even though they still were more like siblings, she had somehow known how to help him, like her rough-and-tumble personality just intrinsically clicked with his softer one.


Maybe what he’d truly needed that day…was her.


Ezra’s bootsteps brought Sabine out of her reverie. In the distance, the kit bounded away.


“You lost your friend,” she commented. Ezra chuckled and sat down beside her.


“He was hungry,” he replied. “Knew where his mom was. Just was trying to score extra food from Barshi’s compost pile.”


“Ah. Resourceful.”


“Yes.” He pulled his knees up, blew out a breath, and leaned his head back against the ship. “Any idea when we’ll be able to get back to Zeb?”


Sabine shrugged. “No clue, but I doubt it’ll be soon. Couple hours, maybe?”


“I’ll let him know.”


While he communicated with a very disgruntled Zeb, Sabine watched the junkyard. There was no sign of Barshi.


“Well, he’s mad,” Ezra said as he muted his comm. “Predictably.”


“Guess we don’t have anywhere to go, anyway.” She crossed her arms and closed her eyes. “Might as well take a break.”


“Right.”


Not like she could actually rest, with Ezra’s disquieted presence next to her. She didn’t need the Force or a special connection to him to sense his discomfort and anxiety.


“Relax,” she mumbled, eyes still closed and hoping he would calm down a bit. “I’m not going to bite you.”


“No, but you don’t want me here, either.”


The truth of the statement, and the fact that he could still (of course) sense it about her, made her eyes fly open. Pursing her lips and turning her face to him, she was about to snap something – her default tended to be anger – but when she saw him hunched over, drawing she had no idea what in the dirt with his finger, the retort died in her throat. He looked the same way he had that day with the Grand Inquisitor. Her heart softened, as it always did.


“It’s not fair,” she said evenly, “that you can sense what I’m thinking, but I can’t sense what you’re thinking. Anymore.”


Ezra stiffened a little at that – she’d caught him – but continued drawing in the dirt. “Perks of the job,” he quipped, with little bravado behind it.


“You’ve shut me out.”


He didn’t reply right away. “You didn’t want me in.”


Sabine sighed. She wasn’t going to win this one, and even though Mandalorians didn’t always know when to give up a losing fight, this time, she did. But while she knew this discussion would lead nowhere, she also knew that her relationship with Ezra – whatever it was – was not something to give up.


“So uh,” she tried awkwardly, “what was it Chopper said to you on the ship before we left?”


“He told me I needed to get laid,” he answered in a mumble without missing a beat. Sabine’s cheeks warmed, just a bit.


“Ah,” she replied, even though her mouth had gone dry. “Sounds like Chopper.”


Against her better judgment, she snuck a peek over at Ezra. He did the same a split-second after her, and their eyes met. In that moment she could feel her mind connect to his, just briefly, and the fond warmth that flowed through their connection meant he was thinking the same thing she was, and remembering.


Ezra looked quickly away. The connection shut off abruptly.


“Chopper has a filthy mind,” Sabine said as Ezra methodically shredded a scraggly weed. His brow furrowed, mouth turned down in a frown, but otherwise, he did not respond. Sabine tilted her head back against the side of the ship again, staring up at the sky. “He probably knows anyway,” she muttered.


“What?”


She flinched; the words weren’t supposed to have come out. “You know how Chopper is. Always poking his dome where it doesn’t belong. Turning his sensors way up when people are trying to have private conversations.”


“We weren’t that loud.”


“We weren’t that quiet.”


Sabine caught a hint of a smile on his face, though a blush tinted his cheeks as well. Going with the moment, enjoying the easy feeling between them again, she added, “What can I say, I enjoy the good things in life.”


But it was the wrong thing to say. The feeling started to evaporate the moment Ezra looked up at her again and met her eyes with his.


“And I’m one of the good things?” he asked. His tone was unsure, lacking any sort of self-confidence or bravado or sass that she so often associated with him. Sabine swallowed and wished she hadn’t made that comment.


“Yes,” she said through a very tight throat, her mouth dry again. “You are.”


He nodded and cast his eyes down once more, toward the weed in his fingers. The overwhelming urge to kiss him, to take that sadness away, swept through her, and she clenched her fists. She couldn’t, couldn’t give in to it, although she already felt like her resistance was weakening. She wanted, so much and so bad. Her reasoning for breaking things off with him seemed stupid and illogical now, when she was sitting so close by him, seeing the pain he was going through, feeling that connection between them even without the bond in her mind.


So they sat there. In silence. Behind them, Barshi shouted at people and dealt with customers, and tools whirred as someone in his shop worked on the junk. The sun was now high in the sky, warm, and a pleasant breeze blew. It was an arid world, but not terribly uncomfortable. Ezra shifted to a different position to meditate, crossing his legs and resting his hands on his knees. Sabine used to feel uncomfortable when he did this – she didn’t really understand Jedi, even though she’d known Kanan awhile – and she used to poke Ezra’s arm to see how deep he was in it. She never knew if he was aware of it and ignoring her, or so deeply in a trance that he didn’t sense it at all.


This time, though, he appeared to have relaxed enough to doze off. She doubted he would be comfortable when he woke, so she moved closer to him so that they were touching – they hadn’t been all that far apart to begin with – and gently eased his head onto her shoulder. Tired herself, she closed her eyes again and rested her head on top of his.


“Things will get easier,” she said, not entirely sure who she was saying it to.


“No, they won’t,” he muttered. Sabine scowled.


“Knew you weren’t asleep.”


“I was asleep…”


He dozed off again, and Sabine hoped he wouldn’t remember this when he woke up. That, however, didn’t seem likely, though, as the fox kit padded up, thin tongue dangling out again. It clicked and squeaked at Ezra as it approached, and he came around slowly.


“Mm? What are you doing here again?” he asked as the animal curled up in his lap, making one bushy, russet lump. The kit put its snout on his belt buckle and looked up at him with clear adoration in its eyes, doing that vibrating thing again that was almost like a feline purr. “That feels…really weird.”


Sabine snorted. “You may have to take this little guy with you now.”


“Yeah, I’m sure Hera would love that,” Ezra replied as he petted the fox. “One more mouth to feed.” He shook his fingers out, and coarse hairs floated to the ground. “And it sheds.”


“True, we already have one heavy shedder.”


Ezra stretched his legs out, the kit shifting along with him, and leaned back on his hands. “We keep winding up on these missions where we just sit around and don’t do anything.”


It was an offhand comment, but Sabine could see he immediately regretted it. He was referencing their time in the cave together, not that long ago. Awkward, making an effort to get them back on track with their new reality, Ezra sat back up and scratched the fox under the chin, staring hard at it.


“I mean, not that I mind,” he said. “It’s nice to have down time, you know? Just, you know, look at the world and stuff, and – ”


“Ezra, stop,” Sabine said gently. “Please.”


He did, frowning down at the fox, which couldn’t have been happier. “I don’t know that I’m ever going to be what you want.”


Again, Sabine’s heart cracked, further fracturing, and she kept wondering why she’d done all this, caused all these problems, in the first place.


“You are what I want,” she replied. “I just can’t have you right now.”


“You can, though.” He looked over at her, and when she saw the look in his eyes, it was too painful, and she looked away, clenching her fists again.


“Do you really see this ending up happy?” she asked, because her eyes burned and she couldn’t get the image of his hurt out of her mind. “You really see us making it through in one piece? Alive?”


When he was silent, she looked back at him. His head was bent over the kit, but he’d stopped petting it. The creature’s chest rose and fell with sleep.


“Ezra…?” Sabine prodded, cold starting to prickle through her body. Cold, bone-chilling fear.


There was something he wasn’t telling her.


 “That’s not the reason you’re asking,” he said. He stroked the backs of his fingers down the fox’s small head and neck to its shoulders. Sabine watched, thinking about his hands on her, and how gentle he was. How his touch felt, and how she missed it. How she ached when she was around him, not just in a physical way, but emotional, too, and no one could take that ache away except him. “I know you’re just trying to bait me.”


“And I know you’re not telling me something,” Sabine returned. “Come on, what is it?”


Ezra gathered the kit in his arms and stood, then bent over and placed it in her lap. It only stirred for a moment before going back to sleep with a sigh. “Animals are supposed to decrease stress,” he said. “You should try it.”


Then he walked away without another word, and he did not look back.
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-Ezra-


 


Shattered.


That was the word that came to mind when he thought about Sabine and how he felt. He felt shattered. And definitely not in the way he felt before, when her body had shattered his, but quite the opposite. It was pure pain now, the flipside of pleasure or happiness. On the ride back up to the Ghost, he stared out the viewport, face set, refusing to be pulled back into gloom. This situation with Sabine was not a permanent thing – he knew that deep, deep down – but actually living through it, being present in it, was something else entirely.


“We’ll figure this out,” she’d said, not all that long ago.


“Promise?” he’d asked, because he hadn’t quite believed it, and he needed to hear her say that yes, she would be there for him; yes, she’d give them a real chance; yes, she wouldn’t abandon him.


She’d said it.


“Yes, I do.”


She hadn’t lived up to it.


Fear of abandonment was something Ezra figured by now he would carry with him his entire life. Even the very first day he’d met the Ghost crew, Zeb had shoved him out of the way and right into Agent Kallus’s waiting arms. He’d watched, helpless, trapped, captured, as the crew had left him behind. You did good.


People don’t come back for me.


Then the Jedi Temple on Lothal. Abandoned. Again.


What had happened now, with Sabine, felt like it only reinforced and justified his beliefs that everyone left him. The Ghost crew was the first time he’d had friends in years…since his parents disappeared. He’d stopped going to school, and when he wasn’t in Capital City trying to find enough food and supplies to get by, he was alone in the communications tower. Staring out at the city, watching Lothal fall apart, wishing for the comfort of a parent or even a friend. Even a grumpy one who didn’t like him all that much, like that one kid in his class. He’d been friendly with a few adults, like Mr. Sumar, but he hadn’t had anyone to call his own for a long time.


Then the kids had seen him on the streets, and, kids being kids, had laughed at him.


Is that Ezra Bridger, begging for food?


You really do look like a loth-rat now, with hair like that. Where’s your tail?


Eventually, those same kids had apologized in later years, when they’d entered later schooling and had grown up a lot. The funny thing was…he hadn’t even been an unpopular kid in school. It was just like once his parents disappeared, it was easier to look down on him than pity him. No one wanted to take him in. It stopped hurting after a while, and he stopped relying on people or hoping they would help him. When he could, he peeped in through the windows of the schools to learn what he could, downloaded worksheets and free books off the HoloNet, taught himself what he could. Mr. Sumar and others had contributed, too. And there was a girl who had been in his grade who’d brought him food and a smile.


But mostly, he was alone.


As Ezra sat in his bunk after the mission, rolling his lightsaber between his palms and staring at nothing, he wondered what he would tell his younger self if he could go back in time.


You’re going to be a Jedi, Ezra. The legends are true! You’re going to be great one day. You’ll have the power to stop bad things from happening. You’ll be able to protect people from getting hurt.


When he’d traveled down the path of the dark side after Malachor, he’d craved that power. Anything to protect his friends. The Sith holocron had seduced him with those lies, and he’d turned on the people he cared about most. It was an awful time, easily one of his lowest. He and Kanan weren’t speaking much, and Sabine only talked to him when she had to. He annoyed her in a whole different way, and she’d called him any number of nasty names to describe his behavior that were, fairly enough, true. Stop being such a prick, Ezra. A couple of the times she’d gone off on him in Mando’a stood out in his mind, not because he could understand her, but because of how angry she’d been at him.


She’d been angry because she’d cared. Because she was losing him.


It had come from a good place, his behavior. Not that that mattered with the dark side.


And…the crew had never left him, not even then. Not even when he was entertaining Sith teachings. When Kanan found out, he only wanted to help him. Sabine rolled her eyes and shook her head, her arms crossed as they often were, when he apologized to her.


I know I haven’t been the greatest lately.


That, she’d said, is putting it lightly.


But she’d shaken it off, told him that he’d make a really ugly, short Sith lord, and punched him in the shoulder. They’d moved on.


Ezra opened his hands and looked at the lightsaber lying across them. It was already worn. It had already seen so much use. So many battles. Gripping the weapon tight, he dropped his head.


Too many.


A knock sounded at the door, bringing him out of his dark thoughts.


“Yeah?” he called.


The door opened to reveal a smiling Hera. “Wanted to tell you that you did good today with the supplies. Those people really needed it.”


“Sure. Glad to help.” When Hera closed the door behind her, he inwardly groaned. She had something she wanted to talk about.


“Just wanted to see how you were doing,” she said. Ezra turned his face away.


“I’m fine, Hera. Don’t really want to talk about it.”


“I know. You’ve just been spending a lot of time alone. We miss you.” Ezra didn’t say anything, not sure what he could say to that. “I know you’re not going to want to talk to me about this. That’s okay. But you’re not talking to Kanan, either. We know how hard you’re taking this.”


“It’s my fault,” Ezra said. “I should’ve known better. Not let my feelings get the best of me. I’m trained better.”


Hera huffed a little laugh. “You’re trained by someone just as kind who has feelings like you do and doesn’t believe Jedi should cut themselves off from them. You’re allowed to feel the way you feel. Do you know that?”


Ezra was silent, clenching his teeth. He didn’t really know that, didn’t consider it, and he didn’t trust himself to speak again.


“You’re allowed to be hurt,” Hera continued. “You’re allowed to grieve and be in mourning. You’re allowed to love, Ezra. This isn’t the end.”


“It is for me, Hera,” he said.


“I know kids your age often think that, but – ”


Ezra’s head snapped up to her. “ ‘Kids my age’? How many other parentless Jedi kids do you know? I have no one who understands, except Kanan, and he’s…” The fire that had blown up inside him dwindled down, and he felt guilty for lashing out at her. “I can’t talk to him about this.”


“I know how private it is,” Hera said gently. “I know what you’ve been through.”


“You know? Ugh.” With a groan, he flopped back onto his pillow. “This is humiliating. It’s worse than being dumped.”


“I’m not trying to humiliate you,” Hera replied, but that didn’t help even remotely. “It’s natural – ”


Ezra covered his face. “Oh gods, Hera, please, just stop going. Kanan already had the talk with me, and I know you put him up to it. I’m good. It’s already happened. I don’t need to talk about it.”


“We just want to make sure you’re both okay. If you need anything from us – ”


Ezra turned over and buried his face in his pillow, gripping the edges tight with his hands as his face burned. “No, no, no, no, no, I don’t need anything from you guys, thanks.”


“Okay.” Hera’s tone still hadn’t changed. She was still as maternal as ever, not even fazed by this conversation.


Except for the very last bit. Where her voice became a little strained.


“Just…don’t do it on my ship,” she finished. “Whatever you’re doing.”


Ezra’s face grew even hotter, and he buried himself as far as he could go into his pillow. “Goodbye, Hera,” he mumbled into the fabric.


The door opened and swished closed again, and Ezra let out a breath. He opened his eyes and was about to lift himself up from his pillow when he heard it.


Hahahahaha


Electronic evil laughter. His eyes went wide.


“CHOPPER!”


Somehow, the droid had snuck in behind Hera and hidden himself in the cabin’s shadows, listening to the whole thing. Ezra sat up and threw his lightsaber straight at the droid’s dome.


“I swear – ! If you – !” he sputtered. “Chopper, I will kriffing dismantle you if you tell anyone!”


The whole ship already knows by now, hot stuff.


“Just be quiet, okay? Let me retain at least some of my dignity here!”


Bet you made her purrrrr like a loth-cat.


Ezra’s pillow hit the droid in the same place as the lightsaber.


Only joking, of course. I’m sorry.


“Thank you.” Ezra crossed his arms. “You weren’t helping.”


No, I mean I’m sorry Sabine had to suffer through that. We all know how good you are with the ladies. Do you even know which end is up?


Laughing even louder to himself, Chopper swung his manipulators around and clicked them before scooping up the lightsaber and zooming out the door with it. Ezra jumped down off the bunk after him, but the doors snapped shut in his face…and stayed that way. He pounded his fist on them.


“Chopper, open the door! Let me out!”


He could just barely hear Chopper down the hall cackling with glee. His fist hit the door again.


A few beeps sounded outside, the doors bounced open, and Ezra stumbled into the hallway. Sabine arched an eyebrow, her hand still poised over the controls. “What was that all about? Boy, your face is red.”


“I need a drink,” Ezra muttered, walking away toward the common room. Chopper stood by the other exit, Ezra’s lightsaber held over his head triumphantly, spitting a raspberry at him. Ezra sighed and passed his hand over his eyes. “This is just not going to be my day.”


-Sabine-


 


“Sabine?”


With a sigh, Sabine gave up the pretense that she was not in her cabin. Hera clearly was not about to let her ignore the knocks on her door. “Yes?”


Hera entered and then shut the door behind her, signaling to Sabine that whatever this was, it was going to be a serious conversation.


“I wanted to see how you were doing,” Hera said. “How are you feeling?”


“Not great,” Sabine said. “My side is pretty bad tonight.”


“Take it easy.” Hera came further into the room and sat on the bunk next to Sabine. “So, physically you’re not great. Anything else?”


Are you crying over your breakup with Ezra? Sabine didn’t need to hear the words to know that was what Hera was asking. She crossed her arms.


“I’m fine, Hera.” She said nothing more. If Hera wanted to push, let her be the one to force the answers from her. They were close, and Hera was like a mother to her, but this? This was untouchable.


“Okay,” Hera replied, voice gentle, kind, everything it always was. Sabine was tempted to talk to her, but she couldn’t. She knew that if she opened up, she’d just be letting too much out and would never be able to get it back in. Or stop it. There was no point in that. It wouldn’t really make her feel any better.


Hera stood and began to leave, much to Sabine’s relief. But then she turned back to face her.


“Because Ezra’s not,” Hera said. Now her face was set and had lost some of its softness. “He’s not fine, Sabine. He’s not okay.”


Sabine quickly looked away, angered by the comment. Her arms tightened across her body, and sharpness pricked her eyes.


“I can’t talk to you about this,” she said tightly. “What’s done is done. He’ll get over it. I said it wasn’t forever. Just for now.”


“It doesn’t really work like that, Sabine.” Sabine closed her eyes, trying to block out Hera’s presence, even as she heard Hera walking back over and sinking down beside her on the bunk again. “I don’t know what all went on between you two, or why, but… I also don’t understand what went wrong.”


“Right, like you and Kanan would really have approved. It was a stupid idea. You can say it.”


“On the contrary,” Hera said, “we were happy for you.”


A flash of guilt hit Sabine, and she dug her fingers into her sides.


“I’m sorry,” Hera said. “For what it’s worth.”


Sabine’s lips compressed. “I’m sorry, too. But what’s done is done, and I can’t fix it.”


“You can, Sabine. Nothing is permanent here. I know you two love each other…don’t you?”


“Yes. Of course.”


“So…” Hera held her hands up and shrugged. “What’s the problem?”


“The problem is I can’t let him get hurt because he was watching out for me, or whatever stupid thing it is he usually does. I got hurt on Fresia because I was worried about him, checking on him when I should have been doing my job. We can’t operate like that, Hera. It’s going to get someone killed.”


“I understand your reasoning, and why you think that.”


“But you don’t agree.”


Hera shook her head. “I don’t. How were you expecting him to react, or to feel?”


“I was hoping he’d understand,” Sabine said truthfully. “And I told him it wasn’t permanent. I think after the war, when things calm down…” Seeing the look on Hera’s face, she trailed off. Hera cupped her shoulder and gave it a squeeze.


“Just think about it some more,” Hera said. “Think about what you really, truly want.”


When Hera left the cabin, Sabine was still staring at the door after her, deep in thought.


Chapter 13
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Sabine has a nightmare, and her blaster wound gets aggravated. Ezra helps her through it, and she truly regrets her decision to break things off with him.
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-Sabine-


 


This time, it was she who had the nightmare. While they weren’t unusual for her, usually they weren’t so…intense. She dreamed of the people she’d killed, the people she’d seen killed, the loss of the Ghost crew.


She dreamed of Ezra. A warm future, abruptly cut short as Thrawn took him away. Then it was like he was just…


Gone.


Sabine’s eyes flew open, and she blinked at the bottom of the bunk above. Her hand patted the covers, instinctively searching out Ezra’s warmth and comfort until she realized…he wasn’t there. He wouldn’t be there.


It was her fault he wasn’t there.


Sabine let out a slow breath and blinked again at the bunk. Her side hurt horribly, making her wonder if she’d thrashed about in her sleep.


Wincing, she swung her legs over the edge of the bunk and lifted up her sleep shirt. It was too dark in her cabin to see the bandage, and she didn’t want to switch on the overhead light. So she quietly made her way out of the room and down to the ’fresher, her path lit by the dim glow of the ship’s nighttime mode.


Once in front of the mirror, she raised the hem of her tank again and peered at the wound. It was still bandaged, of course, but when she pressed gingerly on it, she winced again. It hurt more than usual.


I do not want to get a painkiller for this.


Gritting her teeth, she was about to shut the light off and go back to bed, when she heard a knock on the door.


“Sabine?”


Ezra’s voice, quiet, tired. Rough with sleep. He hadn’t even bothered to shake himself awake before searching her out. He’d come as soon as he’d sensed her disquiet, her pain.


“Yeah,” she called.


“You all right?”


“I’m fine.”


“Didn’t feel like you were fine.”


Sabine opened the door to his concerned face, his mouth set in a thin line. “Are you all right?” he asked again, voice even quieter, and gentle. He was worried.


“I…had a nightmare,” she admitted, hugging her arms around her body and looking away from him. “It must’ve been a helluva one, right, because it aggravated my wound.”


“Do you want me to check it out?”


Sabine shook her head. “No, I already did.” She shrugged. “I guess it’s fine.”


“I can…y’know…look at it a different way.”


“Oh, right. The Force. Right.” Gathering her courage – because this was awkward – she pulled her shirt up only as far as she had to. “Sure, go ahead.”


Ezra’s eyes went straight to the wound, not wandering in the slightest. He didn’t try to get a glimpse of what he’d seen before. Instead, he sank to his knees on the floor, and with his fingers, gently prodded the injury before resting his fingertips against it and closing his eyes.


“I looked some stuff up,” he mumbled, clearly still so tired. “Force healing stuff.”


“Oh,” Sabine replied quietly, touched that he would do that after the discomfort and emotional pain of the past couple days. But of course he would. He was Ezra Bridger after all, and in love with her.


He let out a slow breath, sinking into the Force or whatever he did, and Sabine watched him. After a moment, she felt something in her side shift and change, an odd sensation like bits of her were slowly knitting themselves back together. His other hand rested on her abdomen – she tried not to think about when he’d done that in her room, when he’d clearly been thinking about that vision he’d had of them together with a baby – and her hand moved on its own to cover his again. He didn’t mean it like that, of course, but she couldn’t help the reminder nonetheless. She pushed her fingers between his, and he reciprocated, intertwining his with hers.


Finally, he let out another breath, harder, like he was spent, and shook his head as he removed his hands.


“Sorry,” he said. “That’s all I can do.”


Sabine helped him to his feet, and he swayed a little, unsteady. “Thank you,” she murmured. “It does feel better.”


“I’m sorry, Sabine,” he said again. “I’m sorry I wasn’t watching you. Sorry this happened to you. Sorry for…for just everything. I feel like all I’ve done is made your life difficult, complicated it in ways you didn’t want or need, and I’m just…” At this, Ezra looked down at the floor. “I’m really sorry.”


Sabine wanted to reach out and tilt his face back up to hers, look into those blue eyes and show him with her own that it was okay, he hadn’t done anything wrong, he was fine. But she was afraid to touch him like that again, knowing her fortitude would fail her.


“Thank you,” she said again. “Go back to sleep. I’ll be all right.”


Ezra nodded and turned away to leave the ’fresher. Sabine went to the common room and sat on the couch, head on her fist, thinking. Her eyes slid closed – she was tired, and it was the middle of the night – and her mind went to her connection with Ezra. She could feel his concern, feel that he wasn’t quite asleep yet.


And because she could feel it, that meant…he’d let her back in.


She missed him terribly. She wanted his company again.


He heard it.


Mere moments later, he reappeared, and he joined her on the couch. He didn’t say anything, and she peered at him as covertly as she could. He was staring at the floor again, and if he sensed her looking, he didn’t let on. Peeking out below the sleeve of his sleep shirt was his own bandage from his own blaster wound he’d gotten on Fresia, when he’d been holding her in his arms. Just as he had, Sabine gently laid her fingertips upon it.


“Does it hurt?” she asked. Ezra shook his head.


“No,” he said. “I practiced the healing technique on myself first. I think I sort of made it worse, really, ’cause I kinda fumbled it, but it’s all right. It’s not bad.”


“I’m sorry, too.”


Ezra shrugged. “Nothing to be sorry about. Cost of battle. Could’ve been a lot worse.”


He was silent then, and Sabine wondered if he was thinking about Kanan’s blindness, or his own facial scars, or both.


“I’ll never know what it feels like for you,” Sabine said. “The Force. I’ve always wondered. The things I see you do… It’s incredible. It really is like magic. There was this magician once when I was a kid, touring the galaxy, and he stopped by our system. I thought he was amazing at the time, but watching you…” She smiled, and he looked up into her eyes. “It’s some kind of magic.”


A slow smile grew on Ezra’s face, and she started to hope again that things were going to be okay between them. “I guess it is,” he said.


Sabine put her chin in her hands and gazed up at nothing in particular. “I used to wish I had that kind of magic – any kind of magic – to get me out of things. My mom harping on me about whatever, a bad test at school, bringing this fish I had back to life, people who didn’t like me…” She shrugged, still staring at the ceiling. “I don’t know.”


“Well, I can’t say that having the Force necessarily makes me more likeable,” Ezra said. “Possibly more unlikeable, to be honest. I mean, the Inquisitors and all that. And there’s all this responsibility with it, like, this incredible history to uphold and there are no Jedi left anymore… And then if you really screw up, you know, you can pretty much wreck the whole galaxy.” He shrugged again. “I don’t know, either. If I’d had the choice, to choose this or not. What I would have done. If I’d want this sort of power.”


“I think you’ve done pretty well.”


He hated compliments and brushed it aside as usual. “I guess we’ll let our own history be the judge of that. It is pretty convenient sometimes. Easy meditations to ward off fatigue, the ability to scratch your nose in a helmet… It has a couple perks.”


Sabine chanced a glance at him. He wasn’t looking at her, instead looking slowly around the room. “And what about connecting to people?” she asked. “Feeling what other people think and feel? That’s got to be interesting for someone so touchy-feely as you.”


Ezra didn’t smile. “It is interesting, but it’s also a burden. Empathy is a good thing, but then if you take that on, take on someone else’s thoughts and feelings…you have to know where to draw the line and separate yourself. It’s like opening yourself up to this other dimension of feelings and emotions you didn’t even know existed, and it’s really hard not to get pulled in. And the risk is higher, knowing so much about how people feel.”


“Risk?”


He hesitated for only a moment. “Caring too much.”


A wash of guilt hit Sabine so strongly that it made Ezra stir from his position. He’d clearly felt it, too.


“Let me try something,” he said. He reached for her hand, then paused. “Can I?” Sabine nodded, curious about what he was going to do. Taking her hand, his palm over the back of it, fingers twined with hers again, he took a breath, and she knew he was reaching out to the Force. “I’m just making this up as I go, but…”


Sabine closed her eyes, too, and waited.


It didn’t take long. First, it was wobbly, but then…


It burst in an explosion of color in her mind, a view through his eyes of what his world looked like. It was an incredible view, all his barriers completely down before her. She could feel how he connected to living things, feel the deep emotions he felt.


But then she sensed him trying to hold something back…and lose control.


She saw it. She saw everything. She felt everything.


From the first moment he met her, tried to be super-suave with her (My name’s Ezra. What’s yours?), all his awful attempts at flirtation, glances he snuck at her when she wasn’t looking, the huge feelings he felt for her that hadn’t dimmed over time. She saw through his eyes how beautiful she was to him, how cherished, how loved. Her own eyes became wet, and she gasped, tightening her fingers hard on his.


Ezra pulled abruptly away, and the vision vanished. When she turned her head to look at him, eyes brimming with tears, he only stared back at her, barriers up again.


“Ezra…” she whispered. “I never knew…”


As he usually did, he looked away. Sabine tried to gauge how he felt, but she couldn’t. He was blocking their connection again, locking it down tight.


“No, don’t,” she said, her hand shooting out to grab his again. “Please don’t. Let me in again.”


His eyes met hers again, unsure, but she was sure now, and she smiled at him. “I’m the one who should be sorry,” she said in a tight voice, so uncharacteristically overwhelmed with emotion right now she could hardly speak. Maybe it was just his flowing over into her with what he’d just done; maybe it was all her. She didn’t know, and she didn’t care. “I have everything to be sorry about.”


Ezra waited, not speaking a word, and she was grateful for it. She swallowed.


“I hope you understand…” She swallowed again, her fingers gripping his hand probably far too tight. “I hope you understand why I did it. Why I ended things with you.”


“Yeah, of course,” he said. “I get it. It’s okay. Really, it is.”


But Sabine shook her head vehemently. “No, it’s not okay. I know I broke your heart into a thousand pieces.”


“More like a million, but…”


“I can’t do it,” she said. “I can’t be away from you. I can’t pretend I want to be. I’ve regretted every minute since we had that talk, and it’s been…” Finally, the tears spilled out. “Oh, Ezra, I’m so, so sorry.”


Whether she fell into his arms or he pulled her into them, she didn’t know, but she hugged him back tightly, arms around his neck, muffling her tears on his shoulder. He rubbed her back, turned his head to kiss her cheek, murmured into her ear that it was okay.


“I love you,” she said. “I’m an idiot, but I love you.”


“You’re not, and I love you, too. I always will.”


The words were too much, and she grabbed onto his shirt and kissed him for the first time in days. The sensation exploded in her mind, bringing her back to that first time. Her hands fisted way too hard into his shirt, her kisses desperate, as if she were afraid he was going to just somehow disappear in front of her. Afraid, too, that what she’d done had still ruined things forever, and he would never forgive her. After all, a Mandalorian never would, and that was how she’d grown up: you messed up, you didn’t get a second chance. She’d nearly died three times over trying for that second chance with her own family.


“I repainted my room,” she whispered. “If you want to see.”


Ezra didn’t reply, but he didn’t need to. Sabine took him by the hand and pulled him up, and they quietly made their way back to the cabins. Once behind closed doors, she wrapped one hand around the back of his neck and kissed him again, while the other hand pulled the string at the waist of his pants until the bow came undone.


Something felt off, though. His hands were loose on her waist – not because of her wound, she didn’t think – and he wasn’t kissing her back with the enthusiasm she usually expected from him.


“Tired?” she asked.


“No, I’m up,” Ezra said. “Wasn’t before, but…definitely up now.”


Sabine frowned and let go of him, falling back a step to give him some space. “Something wrong, then?”


“No, it’s…” He looked away, a dead giveaway that something was wrong, even if he said it wasn’t. “It’s just, um…” He reached up to rub the back of his neck in that familiar gesture she knew all too well. His elbow collided with the wall with a low thunk, and he lowered his hand. But he still didn’t look at her. “You…you broke up with me a couple days ago, and I’m just… I don’t want to get my hopes up again.”


Sabine was close enough to feel Ezra’s hands brush her stomach as he quickly retied the string. Closing himself off to her yet again, physically now. Disappointment filled her along with the hurt of rejection and the sting of embarrassment, but she couldn’t blame him. She deserved this.


“I know,” she said. She stared at his shoulder, trying not to get upset, with this on top of everything else the past few days. It was stupid to get upset; she had brought this on herself, after all. Her hands lowered to her sides, and he didn’t object. Didn’t ask her to replace her hands on him.


Unable to bear being close to Ezra any longer, Sabine turned away, moved away, and put her hands on her hips. We had this one chance. One chance to get it right, and we screwed it all up. I screwed it all up.


Sabine had never been very open about her feelings, so even though she knew she should probably say this out loud, communicate, explain to him how she felt, she couldn’t. A lifetime of telling herself to keep her feelings in check, to not feel feelings, to not have feelings, to be tough, kept her mouth shut.


But she should have known better. Right away, Ezra sensed it, and he stepped up to her. His hand closed around her upper arm.


“Sabine…” he murmured. “It’s okay. We’ll figure it out. I’ve wanted so long to touch you, to kiss you, to be with you. I’m not going to just throw this away.”


She nodded, trying to feel reassured. “Okay,” she said.


“I just…need some time. To not…to not worry, and to trust this again.”


“Yeah, no, I get it. You don’t have to explain yourself to me. I understand.”


“Then why won’t you look at me?”


Sabine shook her head. He didn’t press further. “Take all the time you need,” she said. “We have time, right?”


There was the slightest hesitation before Ezra responded. “Sure,” he said, but his voice caught. She got the same feeling she’d gotten when they were with the fox kit, and she’d sensed him hiding something about the future.


“Well, probably should get back to bed,” Sabine said. “G’night.”


“Night.” He didn’t even try to bargain for extra time with her.


Biting the inside of her cheek to keep her feelings in check, Sabine headed toward her bunk. She was about to get in when Ezra’s voice stopped her.


“Sabine.”


She waited, but when he didn’t continue, she turned around toward him. His face was utterly serious, almost but not quite neutral. Whatever he had to say, he meant every word of it, and he needed her to know that as well.


“Please don’t break my heart again,” he said.


Her lip began to tremble, and then he was gone.
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-Ezra-


Ezra had barely made it out of the hangar on the way to his room in the Massassi temple, duffel bag slung over his back, before he felt Sabine’s stare on him and hesitant presence in his mind. He hadn’t waited for her when they’d landed, just grabbed his stuff and left the Ghost as fast as he could. It had hurt her, which hadn’t been his intent, but he had to protect himself here, too.


Ezra stopped and turned, and there she was, a dozen paces behind him, still moving slower than her usual brisk pace. He waited for her to catch up.


“Where are you headed?” she asked.


“My quarters,” he answered. “You?”


“Same. Walk me there?”


Ezra snorted at the idea, that Mandalorian Sabine Wren would want a man to escort her to her living quarters. But he knew what it truly was: a request for his presence, which he had made scarce in the last four days while they’d traveled from Fresia to Yavin 4.


They walked in silence for a long stretch, long enough for it to be uncomfortable…and keep going.


“Bad turbulence coming in,” Ezra commented as they drew up to Sabine’s room. “Hera sure made a good landing.”


“C’mon, Ezra,” Sabine said, turning at her door. She was annoyed with his remark, when, in his opinion, she had no right to be. “Small talk? Really?”


Ezra shrugged. “I suppose it’ll be more interesting when we get a new mission?”


Sabine made a face and shook her head, then unlocked her door. It slid to the side and…there it was. Her room, where they’d first consummated their relationship, where everything had changed. He sensed her eyes on him briefly before she dropped her bag inside and smacked the closer.


“Sparring?” she asked.


“Sure,” Ezra answered carefully, trying not to think about her room any further. “Just let me drop my stuff off first. I’ll meet you there.”


---


Sabine’s words from the time they’d sparred on the ship echoed in Ezra’s head as he pulled his shirt off and dropped it on a stack of mats.


“How can I rely on you when you’re afraid of hurting me now?”


“I need to know I can rely on you.”


Sabine had already removed her armor and was pacing the gym floor, almost feral, as if she had a lot of energy to work off. He let her be, until she winced and pressed a hand to her side.


“We don’t have to do this,” Ezra said. “You’re still recovering.” Sabine waved him off.


“No, no,” she said. “This’ll be good.” She motioned. “Come on. Show me what you’ve got.”


Ezra shrugged, still reluctant, and if he had to be honest, really just wanting to be alone. “All right.”


He let her win. Usually he put up a fight, and they were pretty evenly matched, but this time, he just didn’t have the heart for it. Even though they’d gotten back together, he was still unsettled, still unhappy. He didn’t trust that things wouldn’t blow up again. Didn’t trust that this was real and here to stay.


Didn’t trust that she wouldn’t do it again.


Oh, he understood, all right. He understood Sabine’s motivations one hundred percent, and he didn’t hold them against her even a little bit. But that was his logic and his brain talking. His heart was tense, fearful, remembering all the other times he’d been ditched, and afraid of trusting again. Trying to guard his heart from more pain. Then there was the Jedi part of him, telling him this is why attachments are bad and fear is the path of the dark side.


He wasn’t getting much sleep lately. It had almost been easier when she’d just flat-out dumped him. At least he’d known then how he felt.


Not that Ezra wanted that again. Of course not. He was as happy as he could be with the way things had turned out. But what he needed was more time, time to believe in it again and trust in it, trust in them. Opening his heart up to her hadn’t been easy – he’d been terrified to do it. While yes, he wasn’t mad, still, she’d rejected it and thrown it back at him. He just wasn’t over that quite yet.


Sabine knew it, too.


They were both working hard to get back to where they had been, in that blissful place for those few days when everything was wonderful and perfect until Fresia happened. Their bond was open and things flowed back and forth over it same as before. The intense desire to kiss her was still there. His love for her still burned bright. But he feared, so much, that she would just be gone again, and he was reticent to initiate anything physical, even something as little as kissing. Sex was completely out of the question – there was no way he could go through that again right now. Even just the memories alone had turned somewhat painful, because it seemed so distant from where they currently were. Thinking about how vulnerable he’d made himself to her, how much of him he’d let her see, both physically and emotionally, was too much. She’d seen and heard him completely lose all control, and that was such an intensely private, personal thing that he’d never shared with anyone else, so for her to just take all of what he’d given her, including that, and say she didn’t want it… It made Ezra feel embarrassed, that he’d been so unbridled. That he’d let himself be. It made him feel skittish. Shy.


Self-conscious.


Sometimes it made him wonder if he’d given away too much of himself, and too soon. He tried to tell himself that he’d seen her the same way, so she’d given just as much of herself to him as he had to her. And it wasn’t like he’d grown up sheltered or had some outdated notion of waiting till marriage, or that he felt that at the end of the day, he was not wholly ready for sex at eighteen. He’d been thinking about it long enough, and thinking about it with her long enough, to be prepared. Besides, he and Sabine had grown up on the field of battle; entering a sexual relationship was hardly the scariest or most mature thing either of them had done. Nor did he regret it, in any way. What he’d given away was hers to keep, if she even still wanted it anymore. Nothing, really, was inherently wrong with his memories, then.


So why did it feel like it was too much now? Why did it feel like they’d never recover that easygoing relationship they’d had for those few days, where they were just in love and happy?


Sabine got Ezra down on the mat, his back hitting hard and her poised above him gripping his wrists tight.


“Got you,” she said with a triumphant smirk. “Best three out of five? Since you seem to be losing so badly today.”


“Tell you what,” Ezra said: “how about we just declare you the winner and call it a day? That wound could still open back up.”


He slipped his hands out of her grasp and pushed his body backward along the mat, sliding out from under her. Then he got to his feet and grabbed a towel and his shirt.


“What, no quips about me being on top?” she said, a playful note in her voice. “No whining about how you let me win because you have Jedi powers and it’s just polite to let the lady win?”


“Nope,” he replied, picking up a cup of water, his back still to her. “’Fraid I’m all out.” He drained the cup in one go, blotted the sweat from his face, and pulled his shirt back on. When he turned around again, Sabine was also dressed back in her armor, and staring at him. “What, did I put my shirt on backward or something?” he asked.


She shook her head and broke his gaze. “No,” she said. “No.”


Ezra waited for her to join him, and they left the gym together. He was careful to keep his distance, but he sensed her distress over it. So, he reached over and took her hand, letting her know that yes, this was hard; yes, he still hurt, a damn lot; but yes, he was still going to try as hard as he could. The bond smoothed over, calming as he connected physically to her, and he felt relieved, too, now, without realizing that the simple action would soothe him as well.


Once more they returned to her quarters, and he loosened his fingers around hers so he could leave, but she didn’t do the same.


“No,” Sabine said as the door slid open. “We’re going to talk. Get in.”
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Chapter Summary


Sabine and Ezra work things out. It’s a start.
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Work away today, work away tomorrow.
Never comes the day for my love and me.
I feel her gently sighing as the evening slips away.
If only you knew what's inside of me now
You wouldn't want to know me somehow,
But
You will love me tonight,
We alone will be alright,
In the end.


Give just a little bit more
Take a little bit less
From each other tonight
Admit what you're feeling
And see what's in front of you,
It's never out of your sight.
You know it's true,
We all know that it's true.


~“Never Comes the Day,” Moody Blues




Sabine didn’t really give Ezra much of a choice on the matter, pulling him along behind her as she entered the room. It was too much for him, though, overwhelming with the Force and the intense memories it had created. For a moment he just stood there, wordless, taking the room in and letting the memories wash over him.


“Is this hard for you?” Sabine asked. “Being here?”


“Yes,” Ezra answered. “The Force, it makes things, y’know, more intense, so…memories can be harder.”


Sabine lowered herself down to her bunk. “And why has this one suddenly turned into a bad one?” she asked gently.


“It hasn’t.” He crossed the room and sat beside her, setting his hand lightly on her thigh, purposely connecting to her again. “It hasn’t, Sabine. It’s not. It’s…great. One of my best memories, actually, and I don’t have a lot. It’s just…after everything… I just want that back. That place we were in for those few days. Where everything felt okay.”


“Before I ruined everything.” Sabine’s fist clenched on the bedspread. “And now you’re dropping all these hints like you’re not going to be around that much longer, and what if I’ve stolen this time from us?”


“You didn’t do it on purpose,” Ezra said. “And things turned out all right in the end. Right? We’re still together.”


“But not happily.”


Ezra sighed. “I think we both knew that wasn’t going to last very long. Eventually someone would’ve found out and given us a hard time, or…something. I don’t know. But with a war going on, there was never going to be some big honeymoon period for us. Look at Kanan and Hera. Even they don’t look like they’re happy most of the time, and they’ve been together for years.”


“Yeah,” Sabine said glumly. “You’re right.”


“So look. Why don’t we just…start over. Do our best to go back to the way things were. Just maybe…slow it down a bit. Maybe try to do it like we were supposed to. I can’t…I can’t handle that level of intensity again, not right now, when we could go after Lothal any day.”


“Right. Sure.”


Sabine looked away, and Ezra tightened his hand on her thigh and leaned closer to her, trying to reassure her. “Sabine, I’m not saying we shouldn’t touch or kiss or be a real couple or anything… I mean, do you have any idea, any idea, how many times I thought about that?”


Her Force sense eased a bit, the light humor in his voice soothing her again. “I kind of don’t want to know, to be honest.”


Ezra laughed and reached for her hand to twine his fingers with hers. “I’m sorry I annoyed you so much. Looking back, there is so much I would’ve done differently. So much. Like everything.”


Sabine finally looked up at him again, a fond smile on her face. “Yeah, but if you had, maybe things wouldn’t have turned out the way they did.”


He mirrored her smile, tightening his grip on her hand. “When did you know?”


“About a year ago, when I started dreaming about you.”


“Oh, you started dreaming about me, huh?” he said, eyebrows raised. Now he was curious. “What happened in these dreams?”


Sabine snorted, and with her free hand, punched him in the shoulder. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”


“I would love to know.” Then he closed his eyes. “Actually, there’s a Jedi trick for that – ”


He sensed her next blow and fended it off with both hands, but her strength knocked him back onto the mattress. Hands still raised, he grinned up at her while she scowled above him. Her hand curled into a fist.


“Only joking,” he assured her. “You know I wouldn’t go into your mind without your permission. Especially not to access dirty dreams.”


“They weren’t even dirty, Ezra. Get your mind out of the gutter.”


“Well, now I’m just offended. You can ask me about mine. I’ll tell you.”


Sabine made a face. “No, thanks. They can stay where they belong.”


“It was pretty awkward with Zeb being there, you know.”


“Stop. Please.”


Ezra chuckled and wrapped his arms around her waist. “Now I think I’ll make a quip about you being on top.”


Sabine rolled her eyes and started to move off him, but he tightened his arms to keep her in place.


“No, no,” he said. “I like you there. Looks great.”


“Typical.” Sabine slid off to the side and propped her cheek on her fist. “So what was Chopper giving you a hard time about yesterday?”


Ezra turned his palms up. “Which time? There are so many to choose from.”


“When he came whizzing out of your room and locked you in and you had a meltdown over it.”


Embarrassment hit Ezra so hard and so abruptly that he knew she had to have felt it, too.


“Hera came in to talk to me,” he said coolly, in an effort to deflect Sabine’s curiosity. “About stuff.”


“Yeah, she talked to me about stuff too,” Sabine said. “Where does Chopper fit in?”


“He snuck in and overheard. Added in his own commentary.”


Sabine smiled. “Oh?” she said, and he made sure to keep his eyes on the ceiling. “What did he say?”


“Nothing important.” Ezra shrugged. “Just Chopper being Chopper. Y’know.”


For a couple moments Sabine didn’t reply, and Ezra had almost breathed a sigh of relief that the conversation was over –


When she let out a laugh. She’d figured it out. “Did he say you were bad in the sack?” she asked.


“What?! No.”


Sabine snorted in amusement and then continued to chuckle. Ezra scowled.


“Why, do you think I am?” he snapped.


“Insecurity is so attractive.”


“I’m not insecure.”


“Maybe a little. Boys always make such a big deal about nothing.”


“Boys?” he repeated, looking over at her in shock. “I’m eighteen – ”


“Yeah, and you’re acting like you’re fifteen.”


Ezra didn’t say anything, instead looking away and clenching his jaw. Yeah, he was insecure about it. Of course he was. He didn’t want Sabine to think he was terrible and unsatisfactory and a huge let-down because he didn’t know what he was doing. Maybe she had some grand fantasy she’d always had in mind, and he didn’t live up to it. He did worry. He wanted things – everything – to be right for her. She deserved “right.”  


“Come on, Ezra,” Sabine said jovially with yet another punch to his shoulder. “You know not to listen to a thing Chopper says. He’s a born liar. Chop’s just taking a cheap shot at your self-confidence, because you’re egotistical about everything else, and he knows how to get to anybody. Who cares if that dumb trashcan says you’re a bad lay? You’re not sleeping with him.”


“Well, it’s not like I’ve been out practicing,” Ezra growled. Sabine chuckled again and ducked her face into his shoulder, far more amused than she had any right to be. He wrapped his arm around her, still sour.


“Oh, Ezra,” she said. “The things you worry about. All that matters is how we feel. And if it makes you feel any better, Chopper has been doing that stuff to me too now that he knows. He hacked my personal datapad so that when I turned it on, it displayed articles on ‘how not to date losers’ and a list of testimonials by women who have supposedly all gotten pregnant by Jedi in their sleep despite getting the shot.”


“Sounds like Chopper.”


“You love him.”


“I don’t.”


“Do too.”


Ezra rolled onto his side toward her. “What I love is you,” he said, reaching out to cup her cheek. She turned her face into his palm and kissed it, and that simple kiss sparked flames that had been ashes for days. Watching her nuzzle into his hand, uncharacteristically tender, eyes closed as she drank in the moment and focused on nothing but him, he forced himself to swallow past a dry throat.


She looked so beautiful, so soft, and he wanted so much for everything bad that had happened with them to have never happened. Ezra kept watching her, his chest tight as he breathed shallowly, and he felt his hands begin to shake – a telltale sign he was in too deep. Forcing himself to focus, he tried to take his hand away from her cheek…and found he couldn’t. He knew she was deliberately making him twist like this with discomfort, but he couldn’t even find it within himself to be annoyed with her.


Then she began to kiss his fingertips, one by one, and he jerked his hand away to his side.


“That’s not helping,” he said. Sabine lazily opened her eyes, the picture of pure innocence.


“Not helping what?” she asked.


He rolled his eyes at her and shook his head, flummoxed as he usually was with her, and turned away toward the door. She knew very well what he meant.


“I should probably go,” he said. “We should get some good sleep while we can.”


Sabine caught his hand as he started to rise from the bunk. He looked back over his shoulder at her, and his heart thudded in his chest.


“Don’t go just yet,” she said. Her other hand wrapped around his arm, and gently, she pulled him back down with her. He balanced his weight on his hands as he leaned in to kiss her. Soon he was pressed all the way against her, and the jungle heat made his clothes suddenly feel too hot and stifling. He reminded himself again and again that it was important that they slow down, given what she’d said about how fast they’d moved when she’d broken up with him, and he clenched his fists in an effort to keep himself from touching her places he knew he needed to stay away from right now.


“Ezra…” she finally said. “Why?”


It was not a question he was expecting. Wondering what he’d managed to kriff up this time, he swallowed and said, “Why what?”


She ran her hand across his shoulder and down his arm. “Why me?”


“Why you…?” It was an odd thing for her to ask, and it baffled him. “I…I haven’t really thought about that before. I just met you and you were beautiful and strong and capable and smart and… I mean, mostly, at first, I just thought you were really pretty, and so, so outside my league.” Ezra paused a moment, pulled a hand down his face, and continued. “I was this poor street rat, bad attitude, and you were this sophisticated Mandalorian. Over time, once I gave up my hopes of you ever noticing me, I just really wanted to know you. Be friends with you.” He shrugged. “What can I say, I like strong women who can crush me.”


“You are awful soft,” Sabine agreed. “I know you didn’t really choose me – we just happened to wind up together, and you were fourteen and…well, had the feelings of a fourteen-year-old boy – but I hope you know that I did choose you. That’s why I kissed you in the jungle on Yavin 4. All those years of fighting alongside you, seeing what kind of person you were becoming…had become… And the prison, and…” She stopped, as if flustered, and briefly broke eye contact. When she met his eyes again, she said quietly, “I chose you. I wanted to be with you. When Fresia happened, it scared me so much that I had to back out. I would do anything to keep you safe, Ezra. You have to know that.”


“I do,” he replied softly, reaching down to brush hair behind her ear. “I know you would. I would, too. I would and I will.” He swallowed again, forcing the fear down. “I will, and I’ll have to.”


Sabine’s brows came together, and she bit her lip. Ezra saw the question in her eyes, saw the fear at the potential answer, and knew she wasn’t going to ask it. He was grateful – he couldn’t answer it. He couldn’t assure her that he would be safe, and he couldn’t tell her that he wouldn’t be. He didn’t know. Right now, he didn’t even want to know.


“We’ve got a few hours,” Ezra said, gently steering the conversation away to something much less dangerous. “We could do something normal couples do, I guess.”


“And what’s that?” Sabine asked.


“You think I know?”


“Hmm…”


“Or,” Ezra said, “we could just stay here, not do anything, not see anybody. Just us.”


“That,” Sabine replied, “sounds like an excellent idea.”


Epilogue: The Liberation of Lothal
Chapter Summary


The Battle of Lothal begins.


Chapter Notes


We're at the end!


See the end of the chapter for more notes
Here I am waiting, I'll have to leave soon
Why am I holding on?
We knew this day would come, we knew it all along
How did it come so fast?
This is our last night but it's late
And I'm trying not to sleep
'Cause I know, when I wake
I will have to slip away


And when the daylight comes I'll have to go
But tonight I'm gonna hold you so close
'Cause in the daylight we'll be on our own
But tonight I need to hold you so close


            ~Maroon 5, “Daylight”


 


 


The mood on the Ghost was somber. Ezra was on watch again, staring up at Lothal’s night sky and tracing the path of the constellations. The Archer, the Princess, the Well. The animals the Princess encountered. The Warrior Daughter. That was what Sabine had called Lothal’s Princess.


“Have they changed?” Sabine asked as she approached behind him. Ezra smiled wistfully. He knew his plan for tomorrow, knew what the future would hold.


“Not yet,” he said. “Although that loth-rabbit is starting to look like a loth-sloth.”


“Loth-sloth. That’s a tongue twister.” She sat down next to him, and for a moment, they studied the stars in silence, listening to the sounds of the night. “Tomorrow…”


“Yeah.”


“Right.”


Sabine shifted, as if she were uncomfortable. “I could use some company tonight,” she said mildly. “If you’re interested.”


Ezra’s eyes shot to her face as he frowned. Why would she…? But Sabine was looking up at the sky still, her face blank. There was nothing more to her request than that: it was simply an offer of companionship.


“That one over there is the Fire Snake,” she said as she pointed to a pattern Ezra couldn’t see. “He’s alone, isolated from all the others. He was shunned by them for being different, and they think he doesn’t feel that, but he does. He maybe acted ways he shouldn’t have sometimes, but his heart is in the right place. All he wants…” She swallowed and very resolutely did not take her gaze from the sky above. “All he wants is to protect those he loves.”


“Well,” Ezra said, “he sounds like he’s not doing too bad to me.”


Sabine looked over at him with a smile, and she placed her hand on top of his in the grass. “Race you to the ship?”


---


Things being as they were, Sabine and Ezra didn’t bother with trying to hide the fact that he was going to her cabin. Kanan and Hera had already known the situation back when they’d been together and broken up (then gotten back together again), but it hadn’t taken long for Zeb to catch on after that. Now that Kanan was gone, and they were about to fight for Lothal’s freedom, it just didn’t seem to matter if Ezra was going to spend the night in Sabine’s bunk.


She didn’t even bother keeping her door closed that night. Ezra just walked into her room and shut the door behind him, while she finished tidying her few items in the small space.


“I get stressed if I get cluttered,” Sabine said, quickly, almost nervously, putting her room in order.


“I know you do,” Ezra said.


“Right. Of course you do.” Straightening, she turned and looked at him. It was the first time in a long time that he’d gotten to just…look at her. Really take her in again.


The sight was breathtaking, and he knew he was staring. But she was staring, too, and she stepped toward him, and he came toward her as well. The spark between them made his heart race, made his desire to reach out and take her hand almost overwhelming, but he took a breath and held himself in check.


“Want to go to bed?” she asked.


He could’ve made a joke; he didn’t. Instead, he nodded, and he followed her to the bunk. Like he always had, he climbed in first and moved toward the wall, and she got in after him. He was very careful not to touch her, though that was all but impossible in the small space.


It was also very uncomfortable.


Until Sabine broke the tension and laid her head on his shoulder and her hand on his chest. Ezra responded by putting his arm around her, and he hoped that was all right. It seemed to be, because even though that undeniable spark was still there between them, this felt more like…friendship. Even though they were together again, they hadn’t advanced things physically beyond kissing, so they were hardly still lovers. And that was okay. He could deal with that.


In the morning, the rebels would start their attack on the Empire’s forces, and after that…


Ezra closed his eyes and touched his cheek to her hair. The sensation immediately flooded him and rocketed him back in time to their few days together. How long had it been? A week? Week and a half, maybe? It had been so, so little time.


“You’re perfect,” she had said, and that was something he came back to over and over in the silence of the night when he was in his cabin with Zeb. That, and the rest of the memory of their last night together, her admission of love, and the feelings he’d burned into his mind. It was going to get him through whatever happened tomorrow. He knew that for sure.


I’ll come back to you, he thought as he listened to her breathe deeply with sleep. Count on me.


The Imperial scout transport closed in on the capital. On the floor, Governor Pryce was gloating to no one but herself and sending nasty looks to all the rebels in the craft. Kallus looked highly unamused and mostly disgusted.


Sabine was to Ezra’s right, and they were both dressed in uncomfortable scout trooper armor. He was gripping a handhold above his head to hold on in the open-aired craft, as was Sabine. His plans were running through his head. The turmoil of emotions from their relationship had slowly faded, replaced by the need to liberate his homeplanet and rid it of the Empire for good.


Besides, it seemed trivial in light of Kanan’s sacrifice. Not that Kanan would want him to think that, but that ache had mostly replaced the worries left by the unexpected course his and Sabine's relationship had taken.


Still…they’d managed to find a way to make things work again. They’d resumed some sort of normal.


Sabine elbowed him. “Hey, you okay?” she asked.


Ezra looked at her. In some ways, yes. In other ways, not at all. “I know,” he said, “I can always count on you.”


She immediately looked suspicious. “All right, what are you up to?”


Hera’s voice came on over the comm. “We’re coming up on the capital. Better get ready.”


Pryce sent the codes over, and the transports landed. Kallus continued looking extremely unimpressed. Everyone started to disembark the ship. Ezra had approximately five seconds before he and Sabine had to go, too. He wanted to make the most of every one of them.


Pulling her out of sight of everyone else on the landing platform, he kissed her hurriedly. “I will always love you,” he said. “No matter what.”


Sabine quickly cupped his cheeks. “I know,” she whispered. “I love you, too.” Then, as if she knew how badly he needed to hear the words, or perhaps because she needed to hear them aloud herself, she murmured, “We’ll talk again. After your home is free.”


Then she lowered her scout trooper faceplate, and she was gone. Ezra did the same, and he looked out of the transport to see Pryce smirking.


“Touching,” she mocked.


“Go to hell, Pryce,” Sabine returned acidly. “Did we hit a sore spot? Hurts, doesn’t it?”


Filled with a different kind of hope now, Ezra jumped off the shuttle and took his place in line.


It was time to liberate Lothal.


Chapter End Notes
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Body paint
Body Paint


When they arrived at their room, Ezra dropped Sabine gently on the bed, and then he climbed on the bed and crawled towards her. The young woman smiled softly as Ezra hovered over her and placed his hands on either side of her head and leaned down to kiss her; Sabine wrapped her arms around his neck and deepened the kiss by sleeping her tongue into his mouth, the young man moaned softly at the sensation and their tongues started to fight for dominance.


They broke apart when the need of air became too great. They started into each other’s eyes and the young artist smiled softly. “I love you, Ez.” She said softly.


He smiled in return and pecked her lips. “I love you too, ‘Bine.” He whispered against her lips.


She smiled and broke the kiss. “Ez, wait a minute.” She said.


“What is it?” He asked worried.


The young artist smiled and pecked his lips. “There something I’ve wanted to do for a while, wait here.” She said and got up from bed.


Ezra stayed on the bed looking confused but he decided to wait and see what his girlfriend was talking about.


Sabine returned a couple of minutes later with a small box in her hands.


“What’s that?” He asked.


She smiled and sat down on the bed. “Remember when we bought all that fruit a couple of weeks ago?” She asked.


“Yeah?”


“Well, in one of my classes the teacher taught us how to make edible paint and I thought we could use this to experience something new.” She answered.


Ezra blinked at what Sabine was suggesting and it sounded…pretty good. “I would love to.” He answered.


Sabine’s amber eyes lit up and took the paints out from the box and opened the jars. Ezra could smell the different fruits she had used to make the paint, he smelled blueberries, berries, pineapples, mangoes, oranges, and coconuts.


“So, how do we start this?” He asked.


The young woman crawled into her boyfriend’s lap and straddled him. “However we want.” She said and kissed him passionately on the lips.


He smiled against her lips and kissed her back while wrapping his arms around her waist. After a minute of kissing, they broke apart and Sabine grabbed the blue paint and dipped her fingers on the paint.


“Just relax, okay?” She said.


“Okay.” He said and closed his eyes.


Sabine smiled and started to paint random parts of his face; she painted two stripes on his chin, like if they were tribal marks, then she painted his earlobes and to finish her first work, she draw random patterns on his neck and under his chin.


The sensation of his girlfriend’s fingers brushing his skin made Ezra moaned softly. Sabine giggled and put some paint on the tip of his nose.


“So, how do I look?” He asked.


“Like a tiger.” She said.


He sighed and opened his eyes. “Really?” He asked a little disappointed.


She chuckled. “Don’t worry, okay?” She said and kissed the tip of his nose, then she kissed him softly on the lips and he gladly returned the kiss.


After a minutes of kissing, the young artist moved her lips form her boyfriend’s lips and started to kiss his face following the marks she had painted. Ezra moaned softly at the sensation of his girlfriend’s kisses and pulled her closer to him.


Sabine smiled and nibbled softly his earlobes, then she moved her lips down to his neck where she sucked and nip at his skin hoping to leave wonderful marks. The young man continued to moan softly, he loved to feel the teeth of his girlfriend biting softly his skin.


“That feels wonderful.” He said softly as Sabine bit gently his jaw. She returned to his lips and kissed him passionately while her hands traveled down and grabbed the hem of his sweatshirt and took it off and tossed aside, then, she did the same with his shirt and let it fell on the floor.


They broke apart when the need of air became too great. “So, what are you going to paint now?” He asked.


She smiled softly and grabbed the jars with blue and orange paint. “I’m going to surprise you.” She said seductively and dipped her finger in the blue paint and stared to paint, using the well-toned chest of her boyfriend as her canvas.


Ezra felt goosebumps on his skin as Sabine’s cool fingertips ran through his skin. After a couple of minutes, she finished with the blue paint and dipped her fingers in the orange paint and started to paint the left side of Ezra’s chest.


He looked down and saw two letters on his right pectoral. S.W. It said.


“S.W?” He asked. “What does that mean?”


“Sabine Wren.” She answered and pecked him on the lips. “It means you are my boyfriend and no one has the right to take you away from me.” She said.


He gave her a confused looked and she stopped painting to explain him why she had painted her initials on his skin.


“You know, basketball has done wonders to you.” Sabine said.


“You think?” He asked smirking.


She nodded. “Yeah, but it also has brought some unwanted attention.” She said.


“What do you mean?” Ezra asked confused.


“There are many girls trying to call your attention.” She said and kissed his cheek. “And I don´t like it, that’s the reason why I painted my initials on you.”


The young man gave her a smile. “Don’t worry; I only have eyes for you.” He said. “I’m yours and you’re mine.”


Sabine smiled seductively. “Well, I better reclaim you before someone else does.”


The young man smiled and kissed her. The heat and passion between them started to grow and she grinded her hips against his.


Ezra groaned softly and buried his face in Sabine’s shoulder. She smiled and ran her hands through his short hair painting it softly.


“It's your turn.” She whispered in his ear.


He looked up and smiled brightly at her. He grabbed a jar of yellow paint and dipped his fingers in the paint, however, Ezra wasn't as creative as Sabine was and didn't know what to paint.


“You okay?” She asked when she saw Ezra deep in thought.


He sighed. “I don't know what to do.” He said.


She smiled softly and lifted his chin with two fingers. “Just do what you want.” She said.


Ezra smiled softly and started to paint stripes on her neck like she had done earlier.


Sabine smiled and purred softly at Ezra’s caresses; when he finished, he kissed her softly on the lips and then, he started to kiss and suck her neck. She moaned softly and continued to run her fingers through his short hair.


While Ezra continued to kiss and suck his neck, his hands moved down to the hem of Sabine’s shirt and took it off and tossed it aside leaving her only in her sports bra and black shorts. He stopped kissing her neck and grabbed the jar of red paint and dipped his fingers in it and started to paint random marks on her shoulders and arms.


The young artist shivered lightly at Ezra’s touch. He stopped painting and buried his face in her shoulder where he started to kiss the marks he had painted.


“Ezra…” Sabine moaned softly and grabbed the jar of blue paint and “tried” to paint some of her famous phoenix. Tried being the key word here due to the sensations Ezra was making her feel.


The young man stopped kissing her neck and gave her a cheeky smile. His hands moved to her back and unclasped the bra strap and took off her sports bra leaving her breasts hanging free. He cupped her breasts between his hands and started to knead them.


The young woman moaned softly as she felt the hands of her boyfriend massaging her breasts gently. He stopped kneading them and wrapped his arms around her waist and gave her a sweet kiss before he picked her up and laid her down on the bed, then he climbed on the bed and hover over her.


He started to kiss under her chin hungrily and trailed his lips down to her breasts which he started to kiss in his earnest. Sabine’s mind was hazy with pleasure and lust and she no longer was aware of the exterior world, she was just focused on Ezra’s hands and lips.


He left a trail of small kisses from her collarbone to the top of her right breast and then, he wrapped his lips around her nipple and started to suck it gently. Sabine gasped and dug her nails in his back.


The passion and the pleasure between them continued to grow as his hands gripped the waistband of her grey shorts and slipped them down her legs while his mouth continued his work on her right nipple.


“Ezra…” Sabine purred as the young man on top of her moved his lips to her left breast and repeated his actions.


He left her breasts and kissed her again on the lips. While their tongues fought again for dominance, Sabine’s hands unbuttoned his jeans and slipped them down, she slipped her hand into his underwear and gripped his hard member.


Ezra groaned inside her mouth as she started to stroke it gently. “‘Bine…” He said softly.


She smiled against his lips and continued stroking his member gently. After five minutes of stroking him, the young artist released him and took off his underwear letting his erection free; he smiled and started to kiss her stomach and going lower with each kissed, she gasped softly when Ezra kissed a small phoenix tattoo she had on the right side of her hip.


He took off her panties and tossed them aside where the rest of their clothes were. Then, he came back up and gave her a cheeky grin.


“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Sabine asked and handed him a condom.


He smiled and pecked her lips. “That’s my girl.” He said and put the condom on his member, then he positioned and teased her folds with the tip of his member.


“Ezra…” She moaned and threw her head back. “I need you, now!” She said.


The young man smirked and grabbed her thigh and entered her. The young artist wrapped her arms around his back and dug her nails on his back when she felt him entering her. Even if they had been making love for the last year and a half, Sabine still tensed when Ezra penetrated her but she always loved Ezra’s tender caresses that distracted her from the pain which quickly turned into pleasure.


As she predicted, her boyfriend started to kiss and suck her neck, leaving more marks in it and slowly started to move inside her. She moaned in pleasure and wrapped both legs around his waist so he could go deeper within her. “So…good…” She managed to say between pants.


The young man on top of her answered biting lightly her earlobe and the skin of her neck, his lips returned to hers and kissed hungrily while started to speed up his movements. “I…love…you…’Bine.” He said against her lips.


She smiled and nibbled his bottom lip gently. “I…love…you…too.” She said.


Ezra wrapped an arm around her waist and brought her closer to him and thrusted harder into her, sweat forming on his forehead.


Sabine moaned in pleasure. “Faster….Ez.” She said between pants and brought down his head to meet with his lips.


The young man obliged and thrusted faster into her. They were both moaning and Ezra could feel he was reaching his peak, so he started to thrust harder and faster into her, Sabine’s moans became louder as she could also feel reaching her peak.


“Ez…I’m…close.” She said.


“I’m…agh!...too…’Bine.” He said.


He thrusted into her a couple more of times and with a groan, he started to release into her. She followed him a couple of seconds later when she arched her back and left out a cry.


When they came down from the high, Ezra rested his forehead against Sabine’s and smiled softly. “I love you.” He said trying to catch his breath.


She smiled and kissed him softly on the lips. “I love you too.” She said while running a hand through his sweaty hair.


He smiled and laid down next to her. She cuddled closer to him while he wrapped and arm around her body.


“So, what do you think of our little experiment?” She asked looking into his bright eyes.


“I loved it.” He said and kissed her on the forehead.


Sabine smiled and looked around the room, when she spotted one of the jars of body paint on her nightstand, she grabbed it and dipped her fingers on it and put them on Ezra’s lips, then she kissed him.


The young man smiled and returned the kiss with love and passion and before Sabine could react, he rolled over so she was on top of him.


She smiled seductively at him and bit and sucked his neck while the young man moaned softly and ran his hands up and down her thighs. Sabine’s lips move down and kiss and bit gently his chest while her boyfriend continued to moan. She smiled, she liked to drive him crazy like this.


She moved her head up and kissed him lovingly on the lips while she lift her hips and slid down on his member. Both of them moaned at the sensations and she started to move her hips forward and backwards, the raven-haired man grabbed her hips and thrusted upwards to match her movements.


The young man managed to sit up and crashed his lips against her in a hungry kiss and started to thrust faster and harder into her. The artist dug her nails on her boyfriend’s shoulder and threw her head back and released a cry as she came; the young man groaned and started to empty himself inside his girlfriend for the second time.


Sabine laid down next to Ezra, both were satisfied and happy. She cuddled closer to him and he wrapped an arm around her and kissed her on top of the head. “I love you, ‘Bine.” He said.


“I love you too, Ez.” She said and kissed his neck. “I love you so much.” She said.


Ezra gave her a grin and kissed her softly on the forehead, after that he closed his eyes and fell asleep.


Sabine smiled softly at the peaceful face of her boyfriend and she also closed her eyes and fell asleep.


Rehabilitation
Chapter Summary


A sort of epilogue to "Meeting the Wrens"


Rehabilitation


“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. This is your captain speaking, we are on our final approach to Hartsfield-Jackson Atlanta International Airport.


Please return to your seats and put them in the original position and fasten your seatbelts. We are going to start the descent. Thank you for flying with Delta Airlines.” The pilot said through the speaker.


Ezra smiled softly as he looked through the window of the plane, he was happy to be back at home. He turned his head to the right and saw Sabine sketching in her notebook.


“What are you drawing?” He asked.


She smiled softly and showed him what she was doing. His eyes widen slightly in surprise, it was the same paint of the two of them walking through the beach while the sun was setting but this time, Sabine had made it more realistic.


“What do you think?” She asked.


“It looks amazing, babe.” He said and kissed her on the cheek.


Once the plane landed and the passengers started to file out the terminal, Ezra started to scan the crowd and smiled when he saw his parents.


“Mom! Dad!” He said.


His parents smiled and walked to meet the young couple.


“Oh, honey. It’s good to see you.” Mira said as she hugged her son.


Ezra hugged his mother with one arm while the other held the crutch. When they break apart, Ephraim came and hugged his son.


“Hey, dad.” Ezra said.


“Hey, son. I’m glad you’re back.” The older man said and patted Ezra’s back.


“Hi, Sabine.” Mira said.


“Hi, Mira.” The young woman said and hugged his boyfriend’s mother.


“How was your cousin’s wedding?” Mira asked.


“It was good, thank you.” Sabine answered.


“Hello, Sabine.” Ephraim said when he broke the hug with Ezra.


”Hi, Mr. Bridger.” The young woman said.


“C’mon, let´s pick your bags and took you home.” Ephraim said and the four of them walked towards the baggage claim.


Sabine unlocked the door of the department and she, Ezra and his parents came inside.


“Are you sure you’re okay, honey?” Mira asked.


“I’m good, mom.” Ezra answered and he sat down on the couch.


“Well, if you need anything, don’t hesitate to call us.” Ephraim said.


“We will, dad.” Ezra said.


Once Ezra’s parents left the apartment the young man sighed and sank into the couch.


“You okay?” Sabine asked and sat next to her boyfriend.


“Yeah, I’m good. I’m glad to be home.” Ezra answered, the young woman smiled softly and rested her head on Ezra’s shoulder.


“Yeah, me too.” She said and kissed Ezra’s cheek.


 


A month later, Ezra had finally recovered from his sprained ankle and sprained wrist, he was still doing physiotherapy but today he had received very good news. His physiotherapist had told him that he could start to play basketball again and that even the coach was happy that one of his star players was back on the court.


Ezra was so excited that he couldn't wait to tell Sabine the news. He had just finished taking a shower when the front door was unlocked and Sabine walked inside.


She left her shoes by the door and hung her jacket and backpack on the coat rack.


“Ezra?” She asked.


The young man went to greet his girlfriend, the young woman smiled when she saw Ezra shirtless and wearing his basketball shorts.


“Hey babe.” He said and kissed her cheek.


“Hey.” She said. “How was therapy?”


“It was good, my physiotherapist said I'm doing a great job.” He answered.


“That's good.” Sabine said.


“He also said I can start playing basketball again. My coach was there and he said he was happy to have one of his star players back on court.” Ezra smirked and waited for Sabine’s reaction.


The artist processed the words Ezra had said to her and she smiled.


“Ez...those are good news!” She said and threw herself to him.


 “Thanks, babe.” He said.


When she broke the hug, she stood on her tip toes and kissed him on the lips, he bent down at the knees and lifted her up, his hands keeping a firm hold on her butt; Sabine answered by wrapping her legs around his waist and deepening the kiss by nibbling softly his bottom lip, he took the hint and parted his lips and she introduced her tongue into his mouth and they started to fight for dominance.


While they kissed passionately, Ezra walked to their room and laid her down on the bed, then he climbed on the bed and started to kiss and nibble her neck softly.


“Ezra…” She moaned softly and ran her hands through his short hair.


The young man kissed under her jaw leaving wonderful marks, he moved his lips to her earlobe and nibbled it softly. The young woman sighed happily and threw her head back to give him a better access to her neck.


He stopped kissing her after a couple of minutes and looked into her beautiful amber eyes. “I love you.” He said.


She smiled and wrapped her arms around his neck. “I love you too.” She said.


He smiled sweetly at her and leaned down to kiss her again but this time he slipped his hand under her purple shirt and ran his hand up her side caressing the soft skin.


The artist moaned against his lips as she felt his calloused hand on her skin, then, in a swift move, Ezra took off her shirt and tossed it aside and leaned down to kiss the exposed skin of her stomach eliciting more moans from his girlfriend, he left a trail of kisses from her ribs to her stomach and sucked gently the skin on her sides. The young woman arched her back and closed her eyes as she got lost in the sensations her boyfriend was making her feel.


The raven haired man stopped sucking her skin and moved his hands towards her jeans, unbuttoned them and slipped them down her slim and long legs leaving her only in her underwear. He kissed her tattoo phoenix on her hip and was glad that she hadn’t decided to remove it.


Sabine took his face between her hands and brought him up to see him into his eyes. Her eyes traveled downwards and smiled seductively when she saw a bulge in his shorts.


“Someone’s excited.” She said.


“I’ve been waiting for a long month, babe.” He answered and leaned down to kiss her on the lips.


“You didn’t have enough with our little adventure in my parent’s house?” She asked against his lips.


“I did but it has been a month.” He said.


Sabine smiled and placed her hands on his chest and pushed Ezra off her until he was the one laying on the bed, she straddled him by sitting on his hips and ran her hands through his chest. She leaned down and started to suck and nibble at his neck and he left out a soft moan.


“’Bine…” He said.


She started to grind her hips against his, Ezra moaned and threw his head back while taking deep breaths. Sabine moved her lips down to his chest and kissed it and bit it gently leaving biting marks; Ezra’s hands traveled to her back and unclasped the back of her sports bra and slipped the straps down her arms and tossed it aside.


The young woman moaned when she felt the hands of her boyfriend kneading her breasts gently, the raven-haired man managed to sit himself up and kissed her girlfriend’s collarbone and traveled his mouth downwards to her breasts.


Sabine dug her nails in his back when she felt his mouth wrapping around her hard nipple and left out a soft moan. The raven-haired young man ran his tongue from the bottom of her left breast to her nipple and started to suck it gently; she gasped at the sensation and realized how much she had missed Ezra’s caresses.


“Ez...don't stop.” She moaned.


Ezra stopped sucking her nipple and kissed her under her chin before moving his mouth down to her breasts again but this time, he introduced her right nipple in his mouth.


Sabine was in heaven, she felt her heart beating hard against her ribs and lost herself to the sensations she was feeling and threw her head back. Her boyfriend stopped sucking her right nipple and lifted her up from the bed, then he laid her gently on the bed and hovered over her.


They stare into each other's eyes and he leaned down to kiss her on the lips, she moved her hands and played with the waistband of his shorts. Ezra moved his own hands to the elastic of her panties and pulled them down her legs and tossed them aside.


The young woman smiled and moved her hands to the front of his shorts and slipped her hand into his shorts and boxers, the raven-haired man groaned when he felt his girlfriend stroking his member.


“’Bine…” He said.


The artist stopped stroking his member and took off his shorts along with his boxers and left his erection free.


“I have condoms in the drawer of my nightstand.” Ezra said against her lips.


Sabine smiled and pushed him off from her, then she moved and opened the drawer and took a condom, then, she gave it to him and he put it on his member.


He hovered over her and aligned his tip with her entrance and looked into her eyes. The young artist smiled and caressed the scars on his left cheek.


“Do it, Ez.” She said and brought his head down to kiss him on the lips.


Ezra grabbed her thighs and slowly, he started to go inside her. She tensed when she felt him going inside her but the young man distracted her by giving her neck some nips. The artist dug her nails in his back and threw her head back to give him better access to her neck.


“Faster...Ez.” She moaned.


Her boyfriend obliged and started to thrust faster into her. He groaned deep in his chest and attacked her breasts again.


The artist moaned and arched her back to be closer to Ezra. She wrapped her legs around his waist so he could go deeper in her.


“I...love you...Ez.” She said between moans.


“I...love you...too…’Bine.” He said against her skin and placed a kiss in the valley of her breasts.


Ezra thrusted faster into her while he continued kissing her chest, then, he moved his lips to hers and they got in a very passionate and hot lip-lock. Sabine moved one of her hands to the back of his head and deepened their kiss.


Both started to reach their peaks and the parted slightly to breathe.


“I'm...close.” She said.


“Me...too.” He groaned.


“Mmm…so...good.” She said when she felt Ezra speeding up his movements.


“‘Bine...I'm...gonna…” The young man said and started to empty himself inside his girlfriend and buried his face into her shoulder.


Sabine followed him a few seconds later and tightened her arms around him.


Both were panting as they came down from the high, Ezra had his face buried into his girlfriend's shoulder while she ran a hand slowly through his short hair, their hearts beating faster and their bodies covered in sweat.


When the young couple was breathing normally, Ezra lifted his head from Sabine’s shoulder and smiled at her.


“I love you.” He said.


“I love you too.” She said with a sweet smile on her face.


He leaned down and kissed her on the lips, when they broke apart, the young man rested his head on the pillow next to Sabine’s and wrapped and arm around her.


Sabine rolled over so she was facing him and cuddled closer to him.


“I'm glad you're okay now, Ez.” She said.


“Me too.” He said.


“And I hope you are ready, because this month you will have rehabilitation every night.” She said with a seductive tone and smile.


“I’ll really going to love that.” He said with a sly smile on his face.


They both shared a romantic kiss and when they broke apart, they drifted off to sleep.


You and Me (M-rated)
You and Me (M-rated)


Sabine and Ezra stared at the frozen lake from the balcony of the Wren Stronghold in a comfortable silence for a while.


“I’m glad your parents forgave me.” He said.


“They understood why you left like that. It was what you needed to do.” She said. “And I’m happy they accepted you.” She kissed his cheek.


“Yeah.” He said and kissed her forehead.


They stayed in silence again for a few minutes until Ezra broke the silence.


“You know, these last months with you have been amazing.” He said.


“I feel the same way.” She said. “But I think it’s time we should move on.”


“Huh? What do you mean?” He asked confused and felt his heart starting to beat faster.


“I…I’m getting restless, Ez.” She said. “I feel we need to find a new rhythm, together.”


“What do you have in mind?” The young man asked.


She sighed. “I was thinking about giving art classes or being a restorer at Lothal’s museum.” She said.


He left out a breath he didn’t know he was holding. “That sounds wonderful, cyar’ika.” He said.


The Mandalorian smiled softly. “Thanks, babe.” She said. “But what are you going to do while I…?”


“Something will come out for me, don’t worry.” He said.


She bit her lip. “Do you…Have you heard about Luke Skywalker?” She asked.


“The guy from Tatooine who blew up the Death Star?” He asked. “Yeah, I have heard of him. What about him?”


She hesitated for a few minutes. “Do…do you know he’s trying to rebuild the Jedi Order?” She asked, fearing Ezra would chose the Jedi over her.


“I wish him the best of lucks.” He and the young woman looked at him in surprise.


He smiled and explained what he meant. “That’s not my path. When Kanan offered me to train me, I accepted because I wanted to free Lothal and now Lothal is free, I just want to settle down and have a peaceful life with you.” He said.


“Really?” She asked, her eyes sparkling in happiness.


The young man nodded. “I’m not leaving your side again, Sabine. Not now or in the future, you mean so much to me.” He said and brushed a small strand of hair away from her eyes.


The Mandalorian smiled and threw herself at him and kissed him passionately on the lips. “I love you, Ezra.” She said.


“I love you too.” He whispered against her lips. He put his hand in his pants pocket and took out a small black box.


“Sabine, I need to ask you something.” He said.


The young woman took a step back looking into his eyes. “What is it?” She asked.


He looked down and took a deep breath. “You might think this is a little bit hurried but I don't want to waste more time.” He said.


Sabine frowned and looked down at his hand and gasped softly when she saw the black box in his hand. “Ezra…”


“It's okay if you say no or if we need more time, I understand but I love you and I want to spend the rest of my life with you.” The Jedi said and knelt down in one knee, he opened the small box and revealed an orange kyber crystal with a silver chain.


“Sabine Wren, will you marry me?” He asked.


“Yes.” She said, tears of happiness falling from her eyes. “Yes!” She said and launched herself at him.


Ezra caught her and wrapped his arms around her. She crashed her lips against him and gave him a long and passionate kiss, when they broke apart, Ezra put the necklace around Sabine’s neck.


The Mandalorian looked down at the kyber crystal that hung from her neck. “It’s beautiful, Ezra.” She said. “Where did you find it?”


He shrugged. “I found a crystal cave while I was in the Unknown Regions and the color reminded me of your eyes.”


She smiled and kissed him again. The kiss turned hot and passionate in just a matter of seconds, he wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her closer to his body until there was no space between them; she wrapped her arms around his neck and nibbled his bottom lip, he took the hint and parted his lips and their tongues started to fight for dominance.


As they kissed, she could tell there was something different this time. The first time Sabine kissed Ezra, it was a little awkward for both of them, well, it had been more a shock for Ezra than something awkward but as soon as he recovered from his shock and started to kiss her back, he was sure to tell her how much he loved, how much he had missed her and how much he was thankful for keeping his planet secure. The Mandalorian had tears in her eyes as she felt Ezra’s emotions through their kiss and was glad that it was past midnight when they had first kissed.


The next couple of times they kissed, Sabine was amazed on how much they had progressed. Ezra’s kisses were firm yet never demanding and she knew he would never push her into doing something she didn’t want to do; he wasn’t that kind of guy. Even before realizing her feelings for Ezra, Sabine knew he wasn’t the kind of guy who only wanted a physical or a friend-with-benefits relationship, he wanted something more real, he wanted a stable relationship and she realized she wanted the same.


Her thoughts were broken when she felt his lips moving downwards to her neck and started to kiss and suck it gently, the young woman moaned in response and put her hand on the back of his head.


“Not here.” She gasped out. “Someone of my family will see us.” She said.


Ezra stopped kissing her neck and looked up, she grabbed his hand and led him to her room. They reached her room in no time but before she could introduce the code to open the door, he tugged her hand and she turned around.


“Having second thoughts?” She asked worried.


“No.” He said. “It's just...I have never done this before.” He confessed almost shy.


She gave him a reassuring kiss. “Don't worry, we will go slow. It’s my first time too.” She said and introduced the code but before they could walk inside, he stopped her again.


“Sabine, wait.” He said.


“What is it?” The Mandalorian asked worried now.


Then, she realized she was taking things too far and she didn’t even bothered to ask Ezra is he was ready to take that step.


“Ezra, if you aren’t ready, we can wait.” She said. “I’m not going to be mad, I promise.”


He shook his head. “It’s not that.” He said.


“Then, what is it?” She asked confused.


The young man gave her a shy smile. “It’s just…I didn’t bring any protection with me.” He said.


Sabine laughed and rolled her eyes. “It’s okay.”


“But what if I get you pregnant?” He asked.


“I don’t think it would matter, Ezra. We are already engaged.” She said, then, she took his hand and led him inside her room.


The Mandalorian let her boyfriend in first and then, she went inside her room. She smiled softly when she saw him standing in the middle of her room looking around and admiring the small artwork that decorated her walls.


“It's not much.” She said. “I really never had time to paint my room before I left for the Imperial Academy and when I came back, rescuing my father was more important than painting.”


“Well, it may not be as colorful as the tower, or as your quarters in the Ghost or as the Starbird but it is still amazing, love.” He said.


Sabine rolled her eyes playfully and stepped in front of Ezra. “I appreciate it, cyar’ika but if I do remember correctly we didn’t come to my room to talk about my art.” She said seductively as she put her hands on his strong chest and stood on her tiptoes and nibbled gently his earlobe.


Ezra moaned softly. “’Bine…”


The young woman stopped nibbling his earlobe and looked up at him. “I really hope you don´t get taller, babe otherwise I’ll have to use a ladder to kiss you.” She said.


“I don’t think you’ll need a ladder.” He said.


“Why not?” She asked.


“Because I can do this.” Ezra said wrapping his arms around her waist, then, he bent down at the knees and lifted her up.


Sabine left out a small yelp of surprise but wrapped her arms around his waist almost instinctively as well as her arms around his neck and glared at him but her glared at him disappeared when he kissed her.


They broke apart and he gave her a cocky smile. “See? You don’t need a ladder to kiss me.” He said.


She chuckled. “Alright, you proved your point. Now shut up and kiss me, Jedi.” She said.


“Gladly, my love.” He said and kissed her again.


Ezra kept a firm hold on her by the butt and spun her around pinning her against the wall, then, he moved his lips down to her neck and started to kiss it and suck it gently.


Sabine left out a moan as he ran her hands through his hair and tilted her head back so he could have better access to her neck. While Ezra gave her neck special attention, her hands slid down from his shoulders to the front of his chest and took his jacket off and tossed it aside leaving him in the black t-shirt he wore under it.


“Elek.” The Mandalorian moaned in her native language when he kissed one of her sensible spots he had found in their previous make out sessions. She moved her hand down to the hem of his shirt and slipped her hand under it.


The Jedi shivered when he felt Sabine’s cool fingers tracing his muscles and in one swift move, she took his shirt off with his help and tossed it aside revealing his well-defined muscular chest.


Her eyes traveled down to his chest and marveled the muscular weight he had gained during his years in the Unknown Regions. Her eyes traveled from his broad shoulders and muscular arms to his hard pecks and chiseled abs, she even noticed the trail of thin dark hair that began on his chest and went downwards and disappeared into his pants. She also noticed the scars that adorned his chest, many of them looked old, probably of his time in the streets and others looked fresh due to his time in the Unknown Regions and she liked them because they really showed the real warrior he was.


“Kriff, Ezra.” She said. “Those years in the Unknown Regions made wonder for you.”


“You think?” He asked.


“Mhm. Who would say the scrawny kid we picked up from the streets would turn into a sexy and handsome man?” She asked.


“You think I’m sexy?” He asked.


“Very much.” She said and leaned down to kiss his lips.


He moaned softly and carried her to her bed, when his shins touched the edge of the big bed, he lowered her down until she was lying completely on it, then, he kissed her softly on the lips and moved down to kiss under her chin hungrily. The Mandalorian purred softly and she tangled her fingers in his dark locks; while he gave her special attention to her neck, his hands moved to her back and went for the zipper of her body suit, he smiled against her skin when he found the zipper and pulled it down, then, he took the body suit off from her and tossed it aside, leaving her only in her black sports bra.


He continued moving down, leaving a trail of kisses from her neck to her collarbone, he placed a kiss on the space between her neck and her breasts and moved to kiss her ribs leaving her sports bra and breasts alone for the moment, those were going to have a special treatment in a couple of minutes. She sighed happily when she felt the stubble of his chin grazing softly her skin while he placed kisses on the scars in her stomach she had earned during the years; he stopped when he reached her belt, so he looked up at her like asking for permission, she smiled and nodded eagerly. He grinned like a Loth-cat and placed a small kiss on her stomach before moving his hands to her belt, he unbuckled it as well as her cargo pants and slipped them down her long and lean legs along with her boots.


Ezra took at moment to really admire Sabine’s body; since becoming a couple, their brush with intimacy had been minimal, just make out sessions and sleeping and cuddling together in bed but that didn’t mean they both didn’t want to take a step further in their relationship, they both wanted it but they wanted to find the perfect moment to do it. He also knew that Sabine was willing to wait for that perfect moment.


His eyes traveled up and down her body putting special attention to the curves of her body, she had them in the right places and his mind wandered back to when they were teens and the times he stared at her when she wasn’t looking but now, after many years, they were about to give themselves to the other. His eyes stopped when he saw two temporary tattoos on her abdomen, one was her phoenix symbol and the other was the symbol of Clan Wren.


“Like what you see?” She asked seductively.


“Very much.” He answered. “And I love your tattoos.”


“Don’t get used to them, though. They are just temporary.” She said.


“After so many years knowing you, that wouldn’t surprise me.” The Jedi said.


The Mandalorian rolled her eyes playfully and placed her hands on her boyfriend’s strong chest and pushed him off from her until he was sitting on the bed, then, she sat on his lap and straddled him.


They stared into each other’s eyes and she cupped his face between her hands. “Ezra?” She asked.


“Yeah?”


“Make love to me, I want you to make me yours.” She said,


“As you wish, my lady.” He said and kissed her. The young man kissed her where her neck and shoulder met and then, he moved his hands to her back and fumbled with the bra clasp. Noticing the failed attempts of her boyfriend to take off her sports bra, she moved her hand to her back and grabbed his hands and showed him how to unclasp it.


“The Liberator of Lothal can deal with dozen of Stormtroopers but can’t deal with a bra clasp?” She asked.


“In my defense, it’s the first time we’re doing this.” He said.


“How about we change that?” She said and took off her bra, leaving her bare from the waist up.


Ezra’s eyes widen in surprise and he fought to keep his jaw in place and to prevent himself to start drooling at the sight of his girlfriend's bare chest, it wasn’t too big or too small, for him it had the perfect size. He felt his chin being lifted up and he reluctantly moved his eyes from the great view; he met with the amber eyes of his girlfriend and she kissed him on the lips. While they kissed, Ezra wrapped his arms around her waist and lifted her up and laid her down on the bed, then, he climbed on the bed and hovered over her.


He gave her a cheeky smile and leaned down to kiss under her chin. She gasped softly and tangled her fingers into his hair as a shiver ran up her spine. His lips moved down to her neck while he ran one of his hands up her thigh and tentatively up her stomach to finally arrive to her right breast. The Mandalorian moaned when she felt his thumb gently brushing against her nipple and arched her back as her heart started to beat faster in her ribcage.


“You're so beautiful.” He whispered against her skin, then, he started to kiss her right breast from top to bottom and she left out some moans when she felt his lips brushing her nipple. When he reached the bottom, he ran his tongue up her breast until he reached her nipple and wrapped his lips around it and started to suck it gently.


“Ezra…” She moaned and closed her eyes, she felt in heaven and Ezra was doing and excellent job.


The young man continued sucking gently her breast and he occasionally gave her small nips to her breast. “It feels…so…good.” She said between moans.


Ezra released her right breast and moved to her left breast and repeated his actions, causing Sabine to moan and dug her nails on Ezra’s back, her mind getting hazy with passion and lust. He released her left breast and moved his lips down, kissing the same path his lips had made earlier until he reached the waistband of her panties, he hooked his hands around it but before he could take her panties off, Sabine cupped his face between her hands and made him to look at her.


She placed her hands on his chest and pushed him back until she was sitting up in bed and he was standing between her legs, she smirked when she saw the tent in his pants.


“Someone is excited.” She said.


“What can I say? I’ve waited a long time for this.” He said with a smirk on his face.


Sabine smiled and moved her hands to his belt, before she unbuckled it, she placed a soft kiss on his stomach like he had done with her. The Jedi moaned and watched in trance as his girlfriend unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants and pulled his pants down leaving him only in his black boxers, then, she stood up and wrapped her arms around his neck.


“I love you so much.” He said.


She smiled. “I love you too.” She said and leaned up to kiss him.


The kiss got passionate and hot in seconds and she asked for entrance by biting softly his lower lip, he opened his mouth and their tongues started to fight for dominance. Deciding it was time to move to the next step, she moved one of her hands from his neck to his lower body and started to stroke his member through his boxers. He gasped softly at the action and moaned in pleasure.


“‘Bine…” He said.


She smiled and continued to stroke his member but this time, she slipped her hand into his underwear and grabbed his hard member with her hand. Ezra took a sharp breath of air and buried his face into her shoulder where he moaned.


After a few minutes stroking him, Sabine released his member and pulled down his boxers, leaving his erection free and leaving him completely naked before her eyes. She smiled seductively and pushed him onto the bed.


Ezra fell on his back on the mattress and watched in awe as Sabine climbed on top of him and straddled him. He smiled and placed his hands on her hips.


She smiled in returned and leaned down to kiss him what it seemed the thousandth time that night.


“Take them off.” She whispered against his lips.


“What?” Ezra asked confused.


“My panties, take them off.” She answered.


The Jedi smiled into the kiss and slid down her underwear and left her completely naked against his body. He tossed the undergarments aside and caressed her thigh.


“Are you ready for this, Jedi?” She asked seductively.


Ezra nodded eagerly. “Yes.” He answered.


She smiled and placed her hands on Ezra’s shoulders and positioned her entrance above the tip of his member and slowly, she lowered herself down. The young man threw his head back and groaned softly when he felt his member being teased by her folds.


The Mandalorian bit her lip and dug her nails in his shoulders as he entered her. It hurt but she was sure that as soon as her body got used to the new intrusion, she would be feeling pleasure instead of pain.


“You okay?” Ezra asked worried. He felt her emotions through the Force.


“I’m good.” She said and took a deep breath and continued to slide down on his member. Once he was completely buried inside her, they stayed like this until the pain was replaced by pleasure. She started to move and moaned, the young Jedi moaned and sighed happily.


“It feels…so…good.” He said.


“Yeah…” She said and started to move faster. She leaned down and started to suck and nip at his neck hoping to leave wonderful marks on his cooper skin. He moaned and started to thrust into his girlfriend.


The young couple left out moans of pleasure, their movements became faster.


“Sabine...gah!” The Jedi said, sweat forming on his brow.


“Ezra…!” She said.


The pleasure they were feeling continued to grow and their moans became louder; Ezra sat up and started to kiss and suck her neck, shoulders and collarbone, when he reached at her breasts, he started to suckle her nipples again.


“Ezra...oh...so...good!” She said. “Please...don't...stop!”


The young man answered her by thrusting faster and harder into her. The young woman left out moans of pleasure and lifted his head from her chest and kissed him hungrily while slipping her tongue in his mouth. They were both reaching their peaks.


“Sa-bine...I'm gonna…” He said as he felt something inside him.


“I'm...close!” She answered.


A few seconds after saying this, the Mandalorian moaned his name as she came and the Jedi did the same releasing a big load. When they came down from the high, both were panting and she had buried her face in the crook of his neck.


Ezra laid back down on the mattress and took Sabine with him, she was resting on top of him and moved her head to his shoulder and placed her right hand on her boyfriend's bare chest.


Both stayed in silence recovering their breath, when their breaths were normal again, he turned his head to look at her and she did the same.


“That was amazing.” He said with a dopey smile on his face.


“Yeah.” She said with a loving smile.


He pulled her closer and kissed her forehead. “I love you.” He whispered in her hair.


“I love you too.” She said and kissed him on the lips. Without warning, he rolled them over, so he was now the one on top; they broke apart and she smiled.


“I think someone is ready for a second round.” She said.


“You have no idea.” He answered. “I’m going to make up for the time we lost and I’m going to make it up to you for those five years you took care of Lothal.” He said.


“You read my mind.” She said and they spent the night exploring each other.


Attachment Allowed
Chapter Summary


AU. Order 66 never happened, the Emperor was killed by Anakin, he retires from the Jedi Order and lives happily married and with his kids. Ezra was raised as a Jedi but he thinks the attachment rule is stupid and Kanan thinks it too. Ezra wants to leave the Order because there's a special person in his life that he wants to spend the rest of his life with...


Attachment Allowed


A young man around twenty-years old was looking at Capitol City in Lothal. He had long bluish hair tied up in a messy nerf-tail, tan skin and the most beautiful shade of blue in his eyes. If you looked at him for the first time, you would think he was a normal person for the clothes he was currently wearing but the truth was that he was a young Jedi Knight.


He often glanced at the crowd of the busy spaceport looking for a very special person; since he could remember, the Jedi Order had taught him that attachments were discharged because certain emotions could lead them to the Dark side but he knew there were Jedi knights that had broken the rule and one of them was Anakin Skywalker. He had left the Order shortly after the Jedi Masters had discovered he was married with Senator Padmé Amidala, and as far as Ezra knew, Anakin and Padme were happy together and they even had two kids that were the same age as Ezra.


Ezra and his Master had also broke the rule about attachments, they were very attached to a Twi’lek pilot called Hera Syndulla, his Master was more attached to the Twi’lek in a romantic way and Ezra loved her like a mother.


His Master, Caleb Dume had found him on Lothal twenty years ago when he still was a baby. Ezra’s real parents had died in a terrible accident leaving him alone, fortunately, Caleb found him and took him away from the planet. However, Caleb didn't want to leave Ezra in the Temple and be raised by the masters, so he and Hera - who was with him the day he found Ezra - decided to raise him.


Caleb, of course, found out that Ezra was force-sensitive almost immediately after rescuing him, so when Ezra was six years old, Caleb took him to the Temple and the boy was accepted to be trained as a Jedi.


Ezra sighed and scratched his head with a soft smile in his face, he really loved Caleb – or Kanan, which was his alias when he was in undercover missions or with a certain Twi’lek - and Hera, after all, they raised him and took care of him.


 


“Are you sure he’s force-sensitive?” Hera asked as she rocked the baby boy.


“He is.” Caleb answered. “But I want him to have a normal life at least until he’s six, then I will take him to the Temple, so he can begging his training.” He said.


“Kanan, you love him, don’t you?” She asked.


“He’s special and yes I do love him.” He answered.


 


“Hey stranger.” A feminine voice said breaking his thoughts and he turned around.


He smiled widely when he saw his secret girlfriend: Sabine Wren. She had olive skin, amber eyes and her hair was dyed in an orange color, she was also wearing a Mandalorian armor that matched the color of her hair; they had met a couple of years ago in a mission where Caleb and Ezra had gone to Mandalore and they had been dating for almost a year by now.


“Hey, Mando girl.” He said and she ran towards him and threw herself at him.


He wrapped his arms around her waist and spun her around, when he set her back on the floor, he leaned down and kissed her on the lips. She wrapped his arms around his neck and deepened the kiss by placing a hand on the back of his head and pulling it closer to her.


“I missed you.” She said against his lips when they broke apart.


“I missed you too.” He said.


She looked at him and smiled, however, she frowned when she saw two scars on his left cheek.


“Ezra, what happened?” She asked and cupped his left cheek in her hand.


The young Jedi frowned and touches his scars. “Oh…my master and I fought against a Sith and I got hurt.” He said.


“When did this happen?” She asked.


“A week ago.” He answered.


She sighed and traced his scars with her thumb; Ezra knew Sabine worried for him everytime he went on a mission and she hated when he got injured.


“Hey.” He said and took her hand away from his cheek and held it between his hands. “I’m fine, okay? Don’t worry.” He said and kissed her knuckles.


“It’s just…I don’t like to see you hurt.” She said.


He smiled and kissed her forehead. “You know, I’m glad your mother knows me and respects me for being a good warrior but I don’t think she’ll like that her daughter is dating a Jedi.” He said.


“Oh, shut up.” She said and punched him lightly on the shoulder.


Ezra chuckled. “C’mon.” He said and they left the spaceport. 


They arrived at Ezra’s house around dusk and they were greeted by Storm, a Loth-cat Ezra had rescued almost a year ago.


“Hey Storm.” Sabine said and scratched the Loth-cat’s ear. The tooka answered with a meow and rubbed its head against Sabine’s legs.


 


 An hour later, Sabine walked into the kitchen wearing comfortable clothes. She was wearing fitting black shorts and an oversized orange sweatshirt that belonged to Ezra and that she usually borrowed it from him when they saw each other between Jedi missions and Mandalorian expeditions.


She walked up to him and wrapped her arms around him from behind and he just looked over his shoulder and smiled sweetly at her.


“What are you doing?” She asked.


“I’m preparing dinner.” He answered.


“Mmm…what are you preparing?” She asked and rested her head on his strong back.


“It’s a surprise.” He said and turned around. “In the meantime…do you want a glass of wine?” He asked grabbing a bottle of the best Lothalian red wine he could afford.


“Are you trying to get me drunk, Bridger?” She asked.


He shook his head. “Never in my life.” He said.


She rolled her eyes playfully and grabbed the glass and the young man poured some wine for her.


 


After dinner, the young couple was on the couch locked in a hot and passionate make out session. Ezra was lying on his back while Sabine was on top of him, her body pressing against his; she nibbled softly his bottom lip and he took the hint and parted his lips softly and she introduced her tongue into his mouth.


Ezra moaned and ran his hands up her thighs and slipped them under the sweatshirt she was wearing and earned a soft moan from her. The young woman separated her lips from his and moved them to his neck and started to kiss and nibble it hoping to leave wonderful marks so everyone could see he belonged to her.


The young Jedi took a deep breath and leaned his head back so his girlfriend could have better access to his neck. The Mandalorian moved one hand to his chest and fumbled with the three buttons his long-sleeve shirt had and unbuttoned them.


She moved her lips down to his collarbone and kissed it gently sending shivers through his body; while they continued kissing, Ezra sat up on the couch and Sabine moved her hands down his chest to the hem of his shirt and pulled it up and over his head breaking them apart for a few seconds before resuming their make out session as she tossed his shirt to the floor. Without warning, the young man wrapped his arms around the Mandalorian’s waist and lifted her from the couch, she answered by wrapping her legs around his middle and her arms around his neck, fingers ripping the elastic from his hair as he carried her to his bedroom.


Their brains couldn’t register beyond the feeling of their warm bodies against each other as well as their lips locked in the most passionate make out session they had ever had. When they reached the threshold of his bedroom, he slipped his hands under the sweatshirt she was wearing and pulled it up and over her head and dropped it to the ground leaving her in her sports bra, he reached his bed and deposited the young woman on the bed. They stared into each other’s eyes and smiled, then, he leaned down to kiss her, Sabine wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back passionately; he moved his lips from hers and started to kiss every inch of her face, he moved his lips to her ear and nibbled softly her earlobe earning a soft moan from her.


He stopped nibbling her earlobe and moved to her neck, where he kissed and sucked the sensitive spots on her skin.


“Ezra…” She gasped when he sucked a sensitive spot just under her chin.


She unwrapped her hands from his neck and moved them down to his back feeling the strong muscles of his back as well as the small bumps his skin had for the numerous scars he had earned during his years as a Jedi. While her hands explored his back, the young man moved his lips down to her collarbone leaving a path of soft kisses behind, he moved one of his hands to her thigh and lifted her leg gently.


The Mandalorian stopped exploring her boyfriend’s back and moved her hands to the front of his pants and unbuckled his belt and then, unbuttoned his pants. When Ezra felt Sabine’s fingers unbuttoning his pants, he broke the kiss and sat on the bed.


“Ezra?” Sabine asked when she saw the strange behavior of her boyfriend. “Everything okay?” She asked.


“Yeah…it’s just…I don’t know if we should do this.” He said.


“Are you worried for breaking the Jedi Code?” Sabine asked confused.


“No, of course not. You know what I think of it.” He answered.


“Then, what is it?” She asked.


The Jedi sighed and got up. “What if your family finds out what we did and they say we can’t be together because of the history between your people and the Jedi?” He asked.


She also get up from bed. “Ezra, I don’t care what my family might say if they find out about our relationship.” She said. “I know that we are taught not to put our total trust in a Jedi but when I met you and Kanan and noticed you weren’t the typical Jedi I had heard in old stories, I knew I could trust you.”


“Really?” He asked.


“Yes.” Sabine said. “I don’t care about the stupid war that happened long before we were born, I love you Ezra and nothing will make me change what I feel for you.” She said.


The young man smiled softly. “I love you too, babe.” He said.


She smiled widely and leaned up to kiss him passionately on the lips. Their kiss got hot in just a matter of seconds and she pulled his pants down leaving him only in his underwear, he moved his hands to the waistband of her shorts and pulled them down leaving her in her panties, they broke apart briefly so she could step out from her shorts and reassumed their kiss. The Mandalorian put her hands on his chest and pushed him to the bed, he fell on his back on the mattress and watched in awe as his girlfriend climbed on top of him and straddled him.


She smiled seductively at him and in one swift move, she took off her sports bra leaving her breast free. Ezra’s blue eyes widen in shock when he saw her breasts for the first time, they weren’t big or small, they had the right size for him.


“Do you like what you see, Ez?” She asked seductively.


“Very much, babe.” He answered and placed his hand on her hips. “You’re so beautiful.” He said.


She smiled and started to grind her hips against his hardening manhood, Ezra took a deep breath and threw his head back.


“Sabine…” He said.


The young woman smiled and leaned down to attack his neck with kisses, sucks and bites hoping to left wonderful marks, then, she moved her lips past his neck and started to kiss and bit his chest. She teased his nipples by flicking her tongue around them driving him crazy, he groaned deep in his chest and she smiled against his skin. She stop kissing him and looked down and smiled when she saw the rather impressive tent in his underwear.


“What are you hiding in there, huh?” She asked and stoke his member over his underwear. “Is it your lightsaber?”


Ezra sucked in a breath. “Babe…” He said.


She grinned and pulled down his underwear leaving his erection free and continued stroking him. Deciding he had enough of teasing, he grabbed her hand and rolled them over, so he was now the one on top.


“It’s my turn.” He said and kissed her on the lips before moving his lips down to her neck.


While his mouth and tongue gave her neck special attention, he moved one of her hands from her hip to her breasts. She gasped softly when she felt his calloused hand caressing her soft skin and wrapped her arms around his back; she gasped loudly and arched her back when she felt his fingertips brushing her nipple.


“Force! Ezra…” She moaned and closed her eyes, losing to the sensations he was making her feel.


He smiled against her skin and nibbled lightly her skin before moving his mouth down to her breasts leaving a trail of kisses behind. He started to kiss her right breast from top to bottom and she left out some moans when she felt his lips brushing her nipple. When he reached the bottom, he ran his tongue up her breast until he reached her nipple and wrapped his lips around it and started to suck it gently.


“Gods! Ezra…I love you.” Sabine moaned and dug her nails on his back.


The young man continued sucking gently her breast and he occasionally gave her small nips to her breast, he released her right breast and moved to her left and repeated his actions. He left her breasts and moved his lips down, kissing the skin of her stomach and in one swift move, he took off her panties and tossed them aside.


He looked up and smiled when he saw his girlfriend with his eyes closed and a small smile on her face, his smile widen and hovered over her by resting his right forearm next to her head and using it as a support as well as his left hand. Sabine opened her eyes and smiled dreamily at him.


“I love you, Ez.” She said and caressed his scarred cheek. Those scars really make him look older. She thought.


“I love you too, Sabine.” He said and leaned down to kiss her gently on the lips. “Are you ready?” He asked when they broke apart.


She nodded eagerly. “Yes.”


He gave her a grin and spread her legs open, he settled himself in the space between her open legs and aligned his tip with her hot and wet entrance and teased her folds. Sabine threw her head back and moaned softly.


“Ezra…stop teasing!” She said. “I need you now!” She said.


He smiled widely and grabbed her thighs and started to go into her. She tensed when she felt his member slowly making its way past her tight walls.


“You okay?” He asked when he saw her expression and felt her pain through the Force.


“Yeah, just give me a minute.” She said.


“Sorry.” He said and rested his forehead against hers.


“It’s okay.” She said and caressed his cheek. “I read the first time can hurt.”


They stayed like this for a while until she was used to the new intrusion and the pain was replaced by pleasure.


“I’m okay, you can start moving now.” She said.


“Alright.” He said and started moving in and out of her but building up his speed as her cries of pleasure encouraged him to go on.


“It…feels…so…good, so…damn…good.” She said between moans and wrapped her arms around his waist so he could go deeper into her.


“Faster, Ez…” She said.


He answered with a groan and started to thrust harder and faster into her. The Mandalorian left out a moan and dug her nails on Ezra’s back. The young man leaned down and kissed her passionately on the lips, he nibbled her bottom lip and she granted him access; he introduced his tongue in her mouth and they started to fight for dominance.


Sabine felt she was reaching her peak as she felt her wall tightening and tensing around Ezra’s member.


“Ez…I’m…close!” She said between moans.


“Me…Agh!...too!” He answered and thrusted faster into her.


After a minute or so of him pounding into her girlfriend, he groaned deep into his chest and started to empty himself into her. Sabine followed him a few seconds later, she tightened her legs around his waist as her first orgasm traveled through her whole body.


Panting heavily, Ezra laid on top of Sabine while being careful not to crush her with his weight. The Mandalorian smiled and ran a hand up and down his sweaty back. When the young couple was breathing normal again, the Jedi placed a small kiss on her neck and looked at her.


“That was amazing.” He said with a dopey smile.


“Yeah, it was.” She said with a dopey smile of her own.


His smile widen and leaned down to kiss her softly on the lips, she kissed him back and deepened the kiss while she ran a hand through his long hair and placed the other on his chest. She pushed him softly off her and managed to roll them over, so she was now straddling him, she started to grin her hips against his and smiled when she heard him groan.


“Someone’s ready for a second round.” She said teasingly when she felt his member getting harder again inside her.


“‘Bine…” Ezra moaned and placed his hands on her hips.


She started to raise and lower on his manhood in a steady rhythm, he smiled at the amazing view on top of him; her breasts were bouncing and jiggling with every movement she made and he moved his hands from her hips to her breasts and squeezed them softly.


She moaned and threw her head backwards while she kept bouncing on his member. He thrusted his hips upwards to meet her movements, then, the young woman grabbed the hands of her boyfriend from her breasts; she leaned down and attacked his neck with nips and sucks.


“‘Bine…I'm…” He said with a groan.


“I know, baby. Me too.” She answered.


She started to speed up her movements as he thrusted harder and faster into her and just like the first time, he groaned into his chest as he climaxed releasing a big load inside her. She released his hands and placed hers on his shoulders, then, she sat up and cried his name as she came.


He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her down so she was resting on top of him, the young couple stayed in silence recovering their breaths for a while.


The young woman lifted her head from his shoulder and looked into the blue eyes of her lover.


“I love you, Ez.” She said.


“I love you too, babe.” He said and kissed her on the lips.


When they broke apart, she rested her head on his shoulder again and sighed happily, definitely tonight had been the best night of her life. She smiled and closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.


Ezra stayed awake for a little while, running his fingers up and down her naked spine and thinking about his future, he smiled when he realized he wanted to spend the rest of his life with Sabine even if that meant leaving the Jedi Order; he glanced one last time to his girlfriend and smiled when he heard her peaceful breaths, he kissed her on top of her head and closed his eyes.


 


A few days later…


Sabine woke up as the sun came through the window, she opened her eyes and took in her surroundings; she patted the space beside her on the bed and realized her lover was no longer in bed. She wrapped the blankets around her naked body and sat up in bed.


Ezra came out from the refresher a few seconds later, shirtless and wearing black shorts, his hair was still damp from the shower.


“Morning, beautiful.” He said smiling when he saw his girlfriend sitting up on the bed.


“Morning, handsome.” She said.


He sat on the bed and kissed her softly on the lips. “Hey, there’s something I want to talk with you.” He said when they broke apart.


“What is it?” She asked.


He took a deep breath and looked into her eyes. “I’ve been thinking…” He started to say but a beep cut him off.


He groaned and got up from bed.


“Who’s calling you?” Sabine asked.


“I don’t know but I really hope it isn’t the Council.” He said under his breath as he searched for his comm, when he found it, he answered it.


“Yes?” He asked.


“Good morning, Ezra.” The voice of his master answered.


“Good morning, Master.” The young man answered. “Is everything alright?” He asked.


“Yes but I would like to talk with you about something.” Caleb answered.


“Umm…sure, just give me a minute.” Ezra said and put on hold the call. “I need to attend this.” He said to Sabine.


“Sure.” She said.


He smiled and gave her a quick peck on the lips and left the bedroom.


An hour later, the young man walked into the bedroom and found Sabine sitting on the bed but now she was wearing his shirt and black shorts.


“Hey.” He said.


“Hey.” She said smiling. “What did your Master wanted to talk with you?” She asked.


He sat next to her on the bed. “Well, he told me he’s planning to leave the Jedi Order.”


“Really? Why?” The Mandalorian asked confused.


“He told me he wants to marry Hera and have a family with her.” He answered.


“Wow.” She said.


“And I told him that I was planning to leave the Jedi Order too.” The blue-haired Jedi said.


Sabine stared at her boyfriend. “You really meant it?” She asked.


“Of course.” He said. “I want a family with you, Sabine and I don’t want you to worry everytime I leave for a mission, I think I’m ready to settle down.”


She gave him a big smile and threw her arms around his neck. “Ez…that’s the most amazing news I have received!” She said happily.


He chuckled and hugged her back and kissed her on the cheek.


“But how will you leave the Order?” She asked after a while.


“Well, we have a plan.” He said smiling.


 


Six months passed before Ezra and Sabine could see each other again because Ezra and his Master were waiting for the perfect mission to “disappear”. The first two missions they gave them after returning from their “Meditation retreat”, they had gone with members of the Council accompanying them; it wasn’t until the third mission that they put their plan in action.


They had been sent by the Council to an inhabited moon where they believed there was a Jedi Temple under a vast cave system. As soon as they were given the mission, they put the plan into action: a collapse inside the cave without the possibility of getting out or being rescued.


When the Council received the emergency signal and had sent a rescue party, Ezra and Caleb – now known as Kanan – were long gone (they had used an alternate cave to get out and they also collapsed it).


Sabine was looking at Capitol City, she often glanced at the crowd of the busy spaceport looking for Ezra; the last message she had received from him had been almost three days ago and he had told her that he was on his way to Lothal and that they would see each other soon.


She sighed and watched the sunset but she never noticed a man walking closer to her.


“Hey Mando girl.” He said.


She spun around and smiled when she saw Ezra, she ran to him and threw herself at him. He caught her and spun her around.


“I missed you.” She said.


“I missed you too.” He said.


When they broke the hug, she leaned up and kissed him on the lips. “So?” She asked when they broke apart.


“Well, according to the Jedi Council, we are listed as “Disappeared”.” He answered.


“Really?” She asked.


“Yup.” He said and nodded.


Sabine smiled widely and threw herself at him again, when they broke apart, she kissed his cheek and took his hand.


“Come on, I’ve a small surprise back at home.” She said seductively.


“Nice.” He said with a grin and they left the spaceport.


Meant to be
Chapter Summary


Alternate ending scene from "Runnin' Home to You", chapter 12: "I am meant to be, wherever you are next to me..."


Meant to be (M-rated).


Two hours later, the small family was back at the Ghost. Jacen had fallen asleep while they were still at the palace, so they decided to return to the ship so Hera could laid her son down on his bunk.


Ezra came out from Jacen’s room and met with Hera who was standing outside her son’s room.


“Jacen still asleep?” She asked.


The young man nodded. “Yeah, he’s out like a light.” He said.


“Alright. Thank you, honey.” The Twi’lek said.


“You’re welcome.” He said. “Goodnight, mom.”


“Goodnight, honey.” She said and walked into Jacen’s room.


Ezra smiled softly and walked into his and Sabine’s room.


“Hey.” He said.


“Hey.” Sabine answered and he realized she was already in her nightwear. “Did you tuck Jacen in?” She asked.


“Yeah, I did.” He answered and sat down on the bunk.


“You have been pretty quiet since we left the palace.” She said and sat next to him.


“Sorry, I’ve been thinking about my conversation with Luke.” He said.


“What did he want to talk with you?” She asked.


“He told me he’s trying to reestablish the Jedi Order and he wanted me to join his New Order.” Ezra answered.


“And what did you tell him?” She asked.


“I declined his offer to join his new Jedi Order, of course.” The young man said and looked into the amber eyes of his fiancée. “I told him that we want to have a peaceful life I also told him that we are going to get married and have kids.” He said.


Sabine smiled and caressed his cheek. “I’m glad you rejected his offer to join his Jedi Order.” She said and pulled him down to kiss him on the lips.


They broke apart and smiled. “You won’t rid of me so easily.” He said.


“That’s good because I plan to have you around for a very long time.” She said.


“How long?” The young man asked.


“All my life.” The Mandalorian answered.


“Sounds good.” The Jedi answered and leaned down to kiss her.


The kiss turned hot and passionate in a matter of seconds, Sabine wrapped her arms around Ezra’s neck while he placed his hands on her waist and pushed her down to the bunk gently until she was lying on the mattress, then, he moved his lips to her neck and kissed under her chin hungrily.


“Ezra…” She moaned softly. “Wait.”


“What is it?” He asked worried.


The Mandalorian smiled and ran a hand through his hair. “We should activate the sound-proofing device before we take things further or Hera will kill us for exposing Jacen to “grown-up” situations.” She said.


Ezra gave her a cheeky smiled and lifted his left arm and moved his hand. “Consider it done.” He said.


She rolled her eyes playfully knowing he had used the Force to activate the sound-proofing device, then, she cupped the back of his head and pulled him down to kiss him. While they kissed, the young woman moved her hands from the back of his neck to the front of his chest and ran them up and down. The Jedi moaned when he felt the hands of his fiancée running up and down his chest through his shirt and decided to return the favor by running his hands up her thighs and smiled when she gasped against his lips.


His hands reached the waistband of her shorts and pulled them down her legs leaving her only in her panties. While they continued kissing, the Mandalorian undid his shirt and pushed it off his broad shoulders leaving the sleeves stuck around his elbows; Ezra broke the kiss and ripped the shirt off his arms and tossed it aside but before he could leaned down and kissed Sabine again, she stopped him by placing her hands on his chest.


“You okay?” He asked.


“Yeah, I am.” She said. “I was just…admiring you.” She said as she ran a hand down his chest following his chest hair.


“You really have a thing for those, don’t you?” He asked when he saw Sabine’s hand running down his abs.


“Hmmm, I think you’re assuming too much, Jedi.” She said as her hand traced lower, lower and lower.


He smiled when he saw her fingers tugging at the top of her belt. "I am?" He asked with a cheeky smile.


"Mhm." She hummed and kissed him softly on the lips. “Lay down.” She said against his lips and he obliged, then, she unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his trousers and slipped them off his legs.


She gave him a cheeky smile when she saw the tent in his briefs and straddled his waist. “I think someone is happy to see me.” She said.


Ezra smirked and linked his fingers behind his head. “Hmmm, I think you’re assuming too much, Wren.” He said.


She rolled her eyes playfully and slapped his chest playfully. “Shut up.” She said.


The young man chuckled and moved his hands from the back of his head and placed them on her thighs. “I love you.” He said.


“I love you too.” She said and leaned down to kiss him on the lips.


He kissed her back and moved his hands up her thighs until they rested on her waist, then, he grabbed the hem of her tank top and pulled it over her head breaking momentary their kiss and he tossed it aside.


Sabine smiled seductively and moved her lips down to the line of his jaw with little nibbles and kisses earning soft moans from him. She nibbled the side of his neck while being careful not to leave marks on his neck; she knew if Hera saw the hickeys or the bite marks, she was going to have a long chat with them about having ‘grown-up activities’ in her ship a few feet away from her son’s room and how young Jacen was to learn about those activities, so she moved her lips down to his chest and started to suck and kiss it gently.


The young man moaned as he felt his the lips of his fiancée moving down his chest to his stomach and when she placed a small kiss just above the waistband of his briefs before pulling them down and leaving him naked before her.


"You're so sexy, baby." She said and ran her hand down his abs.


"You're the one who's sexy." The Jedi said and pulled her down to kiss her.


While they kissed, Ezra moved his hands to her hips and hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and pulled them down leaving her naked in all her full glory. She moaned softly when Ezra arched his back and felt his member teasing her folds.


"Ezra…I need you.” She said.


The young man smiled and wrapped an arm around her lower back, then, without warning, he rolled them over so he was now on top. He spread her legs open and settled in the space between her opened legs before aligning his tip with her entrance, then, he started to go into her slowly.


Both moaned at their intimate connection and Ezra moved his right hand to grab hers and intertwined their fingers, he started to move and leaned down to kiss her on the lips. Sabine cupped the back of Ezra’s head and deepened the kiss, she moaned into his mouth when he hit a sensible spot inside her.


“Ezra…” She said between moans.


The young man moved his lips from her mouth and down to her jaw, neck, collarbones until they reached her breasts and started to suck and kiss them gently.


The young woman arched her back when her fiancé introduced her right nipple into his mouth and started to suck it gently, then, she wrapped her legs around his waist so he could go deeper into her. While his mouth gave her nipples special attention, his hips started to speed up his movements.


“So…good.” Sabine said. “Faster, baby, faster.” She moaned.


Ezra obliged and started to thrust faster and harder into her, both moaned and she dug her nails on his back. The young man moved his mouth form her breasts down to her stomach leaving a trail of kisses behind, the young woman moaned softly when he placed a kiss on her stomach before he moved up back to her lips and kissed her passionately, he nibbled her bottom lips and she granted him access and their tongues fought for dominance.


“Ez…” She moaned against his lips.


“I know, love.” He said.


He could feel the pressure growing inside him and thrusted into her a couple more of times before burying his face in her shoulder and exploded inside her. Sabine arched her back when she felt Ezra emptying himself inside her and cried his name when she reached her peak, he laid down next to her and she cuddled closer to him while they recovered their breath.


“I love you.” She said when she recovered her breath.


He kissed where her neck and shoulder met and wrapped and arm around her stomach. “I love you too, babe.”


She smiled softly and intertwined her fingers with his and closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. Ezra placed a kiss on the back of her shoulder before falling asleep.
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